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LADIES, 
2 7 T is expected from every 
— one that appears in Print, 


Account of himſelf and his 


Forks: And, I know, you 
pretty Ladies love to know / ͤAll. 


For myſelf, Ladies, I aſſure you, 


it is not acm, (if ever} worth your know- , 


ing 


that he ſhould give ſome - 
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vi 7he Epiſtle Deaicatory. 


ing, whether I am a Hach Man or fair, 


. Zall or ſhort, good temper d or a Churl : 


So I'll wave this Point; and the more 
willingly, becauſe a Man can never /ay 


zoo little of Himſelf. 


And I will not detain you with a 
long formal Story concerning the en- 
ſuing Pieces. Know thus much in 
brief that they were o//ly the 
Compoſitions of my more Juvenile 
Years, the Triflings of my idle Hours: 
That they have been ſcatter'd up and 
down in the publick Papers, in no ve- 
ry advantagious Dreſs : And that chiet- 
ly for this Reaſon I have collected them, 
trim'd them up a little, and added a 
few new ones to fill up this little Vo- 
lume, which I humbly offer to the 
Candour of the Fair Sex. I hope, La- 
dies, you will 4¼% find ſomething to 


pleaſe; and none of you any thing to 


offend. J have not without Reaſon, La- 


dies, choſen you to be my Patroneſſes : 


For ſuch is your gentleneſs, that you 
know how to pardon an Error; and 


ſuch 
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ſuch your Influence over the Male 
World, that you can win them over 
into Favour and Applauſe. 


Now, Ladies, I have only to ſay 
ſomething pretty in your Praiſe, and 
then (like a true modern Dedicator) I 
ſhall acquit myſelf in a ꝓlauſible Man- 
ner. And what a glorious Field have 
I here to expatiate in! With what De- 
light do I enter upon ſo pleaſing a Taſk! 
How can I glory (and glory I will) that 
I have for my Patrons the lovelieſt, fair- 
eſt, Part of the Creation! Other Dedi- 
cators are forc'd to fatter, and dreſs up 
their Patrons with 4orrow'd Honours. 
But here, Ladies, there is no zeed, 
there can be no oom. In You is 
united the bright Collection of all 
that is amiable, all that is charming. 
How might] I adorn my Page with the 
ſhining Defcription, and croud into it 
a thouſand Gems, ll your Beauties of 
Body, your Graces of Mind? Your 
Eyes! Lips! Cheeks! Mein! Air! 
Voice | Shape! &c. &c. &c. Num- 
: berleſs 


viii The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


| berleſs other Elegancies! But to be 


particular here, would be --- to be 
endleſs; and I ſhould want room to aſ- 


ſure You, that I am, 
LADIES, 
Your moſt devoted, 
and moſt obedient, 


humble Servant, 


The AUTHOR. 
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Miſcellaneous Works, &c. 
| To. LaL1a. 
Mavpam, 


Gao were very urgent with me. 
* d { JG 2 

E t'other Day to give you my 
i? 'Th 4 

WS Thoughts upon Love. I wow'd 


„not pretend to inform a young 


Ne Lady 6f your Experience at this 
e time of Day; yet would teſtify 
my Readineſs to obey your gentle Impoſitions. 
A dry Diſcourſe, I know, will not go down. 
with your gay Temper ; I cannot therefore 
better anſwer your Deſires than by preſenting 
you with a Scrap of Poetry; Which pleaſe to, 


accept, as follows. 


On Love. 

Lovę is an Ocean vaſt, immenſe ! where. /ails 
A num'rous Croud, and Fortune plays the Gales. 
Sweetly ſerene it's Waves ſalute our Eyes; * 

But vext with Storms, in dreadful Surges riſe. 
Deluded, we the fair Temptation try, | 
Fhoughtleſs what Horrors in it's treach'rous 

5 | y (Boſom 1ye. 

3 MN 4 * 120 


| 8 POEMS, &c. 


| To diff'rent Views, our diff rent Courſe we ſteer ; 
11 That way leads Love, and Lucre draws us here: 
. For oft vile Av rice lurks in Love's ſoft Guiſe; 
| The nobleſt Paſſion cloaks the meaneſt Vice. 


THress the bright Confines of the riſing Sun 
Attract, like him, their daily Tour to run. 
Zealous they pay their due Returns of Praiſe, 
And joy to bleſs the Influence of his Rays; 
With fervent Duty their Devotions pour, 
its And Perfran-like, the radiant Pow'r adore. 


THrosEt ſeek for Wealth in India's ſooty Soil, 
And drudge and ſweat beneath the ſultry Toll ; 
Baſe, laviſh Souls! who dig the golden „ 
Made Wretches, to encreaſe their ſordid Store. 


WII x to the North's inhoſpitable Coaſts, 
Nidſt the ſharp Rigours of eternal Froſts, 
Some joyleſs ſteer (ſo Love, and Fate wills fo). 
Thro? Seas of Ice and frozen Wilds of Snow. 


Unraryy Mortals! led thro? all Extreams, N 
For Beauty's painted Shades, or Honour's vin 
5 (golden Dreams. wh 
—_—_— ma 


Bur now my Hand is in, Madam, I muſt 
not let you go ſo without ſome Application of 
the foregoing Allegory. 


(1) 
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1 
Los 1 in the boundleſs Seas of Love, 
Bereft of kind Relief, 
By the unfriendly Pow'rs above 
Toft to and fro I wildly rove 
On Waves of endleſs Grief. 


(2) 
Bur oh! my Lalia, heav'nly Fair, 
Be thou my gentle Guide ; 
Shine with propitious Light, bright Star; 
Conducted by thy tender Care, 
I ſtem the rapid Tide. 


3 
Tu v benign Influence then diſplay, 
Th' unhappy Wand'rer ſave: 
For once depriv'd of thy kind Ray, 
In Shades of black Deſpair I ſtray, 
And periſh in the Fave. 


Mapa u, I return you my Thanks for gi- 
ving me this Oren to ſerve 7 And 
whenever you ſhall pleaſe to impoſe freſh Com- 


mands, the Obligation ſhall lie upon 


Your humble Seruans 


Reflections 


ö 
| 


Moments in the noble Reicarches of Wiſdom 


* 


Reflections on private DE FAM AT ITION: 


Occaſion'd by an accidental Viſit to my Lady 
| TATTLE. 


T my Return t'other Day from my Lady 
Tattle's (for her Ladyſhip does me the 
Honour of her Notice) I mounted my Garret 
with an unuſual Lightneſs, and having plac'd 
myſelf on my little Tripod, with a Farthing- 
candle by me, my favourite Cat ſprung for- 


ward to me with eager Joy, and greeted m 


Arrival with a purring Song. Charm'd with 
the grateful Tribute of my Kal little Subje&, 
J look'd round the peaceful Borders of my 
petty Kingdom, and ſurvey'd my ſmall Trea- 
tures, a few ſelect Authors, with ſuch Compla- 


ceney and ſerene Delight, as is unknown to 


fceptred Monarchs amidit all the Splendors of 
their gilded Palaces. At once my Heart be- 
gan to dilate, and a ſudden Tide of Joy ruſh'd 
in upon me, and {weld to ſuch Size my lit- 


te Breaſt, that no longer containing the rap- 
.turous Extacy, I burſt out into the following 


; Soliloqux. 


C WELCOME, thrice welcome, thou blif- 


ful Retreat, my Garret! Aerial Seat, high- 


raiſed above the Notice of what paſſes below 
among the giddy Croud. Here ſecluded from 


the noiſy World, I paſs my happieſt, ſweeteſt 


and 


an WY r by 
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and Truth. And you my dear Authors, thrice 
welcome to my Soul / My Cicero, and Seneca, my 
Bol, and Locke; my Sherlock, and Tillotſon; 
and ye whole illuſtrious Tribe of Philoſophers 
and Divines! Hail ſweet Companions and wiſe 
Directors of my Liſe! Companions that ad- 
miniſter Pleaſures unmix'd with Pain and Guilt ; 
and Counſellonrs that adviſe without Trea- 
chery and Deceit. With you converſing I 
charm away the Cares of Lite, and ſooth my 
Soul into calm and repoſe. Welcome too, 
ſweet artleſs Animal, thou pretty little Droll 
of Nature, whoſe quaint Airs and unaffected 
Gambols divert my leiſure Hours from the 
Labours of the Mind, and afford an agreable 
Scene of innocent Entertainment.” 

| Tas Riſe of theſe Reflections was owing, 
as I obſerv'd, to an accidental Viſit to my 
Lady. Her Ladyſhip has a natural Vivacity 
of 'Temper, a Fluency of Speech, with a ready 
Turn of Wit, Furniſh'd with theſe winning 
Accompliſhments of a ſprightly Genius, how 
much might ſhe contribute (did ſhe innocently 
employ them) to enliven Converſation, and, 
heighten the Pleaſures of Society! But on the 
c-ntrary, as if Nature had ſupply'd her with 
theſe ſſi ning Talents only for Miſchief, and to 
be a Scourge to Mankind, the Edge of her 
Wir is turn'd upon all her Acquaintance, and 
whole Hecatombs of Characters fall a Sacrifice 
to ber Pride, and bleed beneath the Wounds 


of her virulent Tongue. There is ſomething 


81 
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even in the moſt Spotleſs and Unblamable that af 
fords her Matter of Scoff and Ridicule. Thus 


Virtue itſelf is unhappily put on the fame Footin 
with Vice, and is equally ſubje& to the Laſhes 
and Cenſures of Scandal and Defamation ; there 
is only this mortifying Difference between 
them, Virtue bluſhes, is abaſh'd, is ſtabb'd to 
the Heart; while Vice looks bold, grins un- 
aſham'd, and wards off the Wound wich 
arm'd Front of Braſs. 
Bor to, return to her Ladyfhip. She is 
the daily Poſt of alt that paſſes in the Neigh- 


bourhood, which the publiſhes to the World 


in the blackeſt Characters. She looks upon her- 


ſelf as a Woman of Importance; but in the 


Eyes of the World, ſhe is frivolous, imperti- 


nent, and vain. She is careſs'd (as ſne thinks) 


at every Houſe ſhe haunts; but is in reality ha: 
ted, deteſted, deſpis'd : And what outward Re- 
ſpect and Honours are paid her, is (as the 
Worlhip paid by the Indians to the Devil) to 


avert her Malice, and prevent the miſchievous 


Effects of her malignant Power. Thus are 


Witches treated with Civility for Fear of the 


black Spells of their evil Tongues. 


F x a Þ no ſooner paid my Devoirs, and was 


well ſeated, but immediately I was 3 
with the uſual Flouriſhes of her Wit. 


thouſand Characters were torn in pieces, and 
the Reputations of whole Families havock'd 
with a general Maſſacre. You may well ima- 
gine, I was all this time upon the Rack. There 
: Sa Was. 


a well⸗ 
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| ras nothing but Ruin, Deſtruction, and Deſo- 


lation. I wiſh'd myſelf well out of this Houſe 
of Slaughter. Immediately I froze, ſhuddred, 
grew Pale. When lucky for me, my Lady 
obſerv'd it. I reply'd, it was a ſudden ſhiver- 
ing Fit; that I fear'd it boded me no good; 


Jo begg'd to be excus'd; took my Leave; and 
eſcap'd. Not half the Joy feels the poor Spar- 


row, that has juſt freed itſelf by ſome lucky 
Accident from the Talons of the Hawk ; nor 
exults ſo much the little Mouſe, that has made 
his Eſcape from the Cat's Paw. | 

FROM whence can proceed ſo deteſtable a 
Practice, that Man commences a Foe to Man, 
and adds to the common Heap of the Calami- 
ties of Life? Whence is it, that this poiſons 
ous Viper, this faſhionable Vice, is ſo har- 
bour'd and cheriſh'd in almoſt every Breaſt ? 
Has not Nature divided to us ſufficient Ills, 
but we muſt ſtudy to aggravate each other's 
Grief? Depray*d State! Unhappy Lot of Mor- 


tals! 


Tre chief Motives, that occur among ma- 


ny others, are Pride and Ignorance: Pride that 


pulls down it's Superiors to it's own Level, 
n order to raiſe itſelf upon their Ruins; and 
Ignorance, which indeed is the Food of Pride; 
for Pride lives and flouriſhes upon Nothing. 


The liberal Sciences, and a diligent Cultiva- 
| tion of the Mind wou'd in a great Meaſure 


root out the ſpreading Weeds of Pride, and 


implant in their Room the Seeds of Humili- 


TY 3 


WI Arr OO ” ” 
ps $A p - * v 


| 
| 


14 POEMS, &c, 


ty; wou'd teach us to think more modeſtly of 
ourſelves, and look with an Eye of Tender- 


neſs upon the Errors of Others: As we are all 


in ſome Degree liable to them, and happieſt 


he, who has the leaſt Share of them. 


TE different Treatment of the fair Sex is 
the great Cauſe, that they are more ſubje& 
to this Failing, I am treating of. They are 
(I hope they'll pardon a Truth) educated be- 
low | Bag but ador'd. above Angels. What, 
are not their Capacities. as extenſive, their Fan- 
cies as lively, their Wit as penetrating, and 
(in a Word) their Minds as rational, in gene- 
ral, as Our's? If their Judgment is not ſo 
manly and ſolid, it is altogether owing to 
the Want of Improvement. But what] did 


- 


I talk of ſolid Judgment? Shall then your fine 


Ladies rack their tender Brains for folid Judg- 


ment, and commence, one and all, Philo 


phers in Petticoats? Mon/trum horrendum! Mult 
they give up at once their dear Folly, and 


. diſcard all their tender Nonſence? What a 
Sight of pretty Faces wou'd there be ſpoil'd ? 


How many gay Looks obſcur'd. ." dull 
plodding pedantic Aur ? Thus for Want 


of juſt and noble Sentiments, their Heads are 


crouded with Nothing but Levity; and their 


Minds ſtarv'd for want of proper Nutriment. 
They're forced to roam abroad to furniſh out 
Ideas, and to have Recourſe to the Tea-table, 
to freight themſelves with Diſcourſe. | 

Bur 
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Bur I have ſo great a Tenderneſs for the 


Fair Sex, that J muſt plead in favour of them, 
and 1 their Errors of this Kind more to 


* 


their 
we ſay in Vindication of our own Sex, 
when we find this Contagion ſpread widely 
amongſt them? Nay more——what is Mat- 
ter of Shame and Wonder, even among Men 


of Literature and Underſtanding ? But the Sur- 


prize ceafes, when we find it owing to an ef- 


feminate Emulation of the Fair, to court their 


Eſteem. It were to be wiſh'd that thoſe Wo- 
men's- men were dreſs'd up in their Petticoats, 
as a Mark of gnominy, and made to ſpin at 
their Ladies Feet, like Hercules at Madam 
Omphale's! I know; to crack, an ill-natur'd 
Joke, tho* at the Expence of another's Re- 


putation, and to make a ſmart 1 tho? 


ever ſo rude, purchaſes a Man a little pitiful 
Applauſe, and is lobk'd upon now-a-days as a 


| ſure Indication of Wit and Politeneſs. 


IF we look back into paſt Ages, we find 
our wiſer Fore-fathers entertaining themſelves 
upon far other Topics. Their Tables were 
not (like our modern Tea-tables) ſweetned with 
the malicious Enquiries of Scandal, but ſeaſon'd 
with the nobler Reſearches into Nature. The 
did not pry into the Conduct of their Neigh- 
bours, to expoſe them; but ſearch'd into the 
eternal Difference of moral Good: and Evil, 
to reform their own Manners. Thus theſe 
wile Heathens by the mere Light of Nature, 

acted 


isfortune than Fault. But what ſhall 


/ 
| 
| 
| 
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acted almoſt up to Chriſtianity ; whereas we 
Chriſtans amidſt the 1 of the Goſpel 
ſink even below Paganiſm itſelf: To the im- 
mortal Honour of modern Politenefs ! _ 
War ſhall we not, grave Mr. Cenſor, in- 
dulge then a little innocent Raillery ?. 
Thus while they ſcatter Fire-brands, Arrows, 
and Death, they readily cry, Are we not in 
Sport? Sed he Nupe ſeria ducunt in Mala, 
he ſophiſtical Drefs and ſoftning Terms will 
not alter the Nature of Vice. Raillery differs 
as much from Railing, as the undeſigning 
Paſs of a Friend at your Breaſt does from the 
baſe Stab of a Spaniard behind your Back : 
The one means you only a little Good-naturez 
the other gives you a fatal Wound. 


Mus r Mifs Gibb, becauſe Nature has dealt 


unkindly with her, have an additional Load to 
her Back to groan under, while we in cruel 
Sport join with Step- mother Nature, and labour 
all we can to heap up her Misfortune ? 

Poor Irus wants Money, and honeſt Craſſus 
Wit, and to their great Comfort and Satis- 


faction, this meets with Jeers, and that with 


Inſolence. | 


 IMPIUS— — for that Miſcreant Tam no 


Advocate. He's a well-ſeaſon'd hardy Rogue; 


He can return Scoff for Scoff; and revenges his 


Affronts with open Prophaneneſs. 5 
Bur Atticus methinks ſhould claim ſome 


Veneration. But even his Virtues are no Pro- 


tection to him. They raiſe him high indeed; | 


But 
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But they only make him a fairer Mark for 


Envy. Does he worſhip his God? He's a 
fly Hypocrite. And his Services to Mankind 


are but Baits for Applauſe. Great good Man! 
How wou'd ſuch Treatment cut thy gene- 
rous Soul, did not thy Virtues add a con- 
ſtant Serenity; and a native Greatneſs of 


Mind ſupport and comfort thee with it's dit- 


fuſi ve Influence ? | 

Could I hope to cure Invidus of that 
Meanneſs of Spirit; or argue Severa into 
Gentleneſs and Benevolence, 1 would ſet be- 
fore them the ill Etfects of this Vice. What 
Rage and Animoſities, what Malice and Re- 
venge, and Blood and Murder it many times 


occaſions: That it unhinges all Society and 


is the Bane of every ſocial Virtue. But it is 
in vain to addreſs myſelf to their Reaſon; 
I ſhall therefore apply to their Shame, by 
ſetting before them the Character of Proba: 
Example goes beyond Precept. But let me firſt 
e that I attempt her Picture only in 
iniature, being far unable to paint her 
Beauties in all their Luſtre and full Pro- 
portion. 3 „ 
PRO BA is a Lady of ſtrict Virtue, and 
an utter Enemy to all Vice. The former ſhe 
diſplays in all it's Charms, and renders ami- 
able by an inimitable Addreſs. Religion 
gives her not a gloomy Caſt of Mind, but 


_ diffuſes round her a certain Chearfalneſs, Her 


Virtue fits about her with aa caly Air, free 
| Sr {:om 


Bury 'd in Silence, loſt, unſeen, forgot? 
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from Stiffneſs, clear of Oſtentation. For 
Vice — - Tho' ſhe has the utmoſt Abhorrence 
to it, ſhe chuſes rather to diſcountenance it 
by Example, than attack it in Perſon. Con- 
ſcious of, and trembling at her own Frailties 
and natural Infirmities, ſhe hears not without 
a ſilent Concern, and ſtudies to extenuate, the 
Lapſes of others. To others Faults ſhe is in- 


deed blind, and only ſeverely intent upon her | 


own. If ſhe hears of flagrant Crimes, the 
admoniſhes and reclaims them in a friendly 
Manner, by privately adviſing, without open- 
ly expoling. By all the Good ſhe is belov'd, 
and beheld by the Bad with-a ſecret Reve- 
rence. »he 1s at once the Example and Shame 
of either Sex: Wou'd ſhe were alſo the Imi- 
tation of Both ! 


FIN Ore Or INE NNE PO AR PAN. NNE Me XC PIO hee Pare woe pee 


An Elec ry, 
On the Death of . B. who died Dee. 7, 1727. 


8 TILL mute, and ſhall the baſe ungrateful 


| - - (Muſe 
The Honours due to thy great Tomb refuſe ? 


In ſilent Sorrow ſit, and ſullen Grief, 
Nor leek to Duty for her beſt Relief? 


Affect the gloomy Shade and darkſome Grot, 


Pine 
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Pine out a wretched Life in idle Woe? 
And add new Weight to the afflicting Blow? 
Theſe the Returns, and this the hop'd for Eaſe? 


Sure Grief has Charms, and Torture's taught to 
(pleaſe ! 


| Miſtaken Man! a nobler Tribute's due, 

A Tribute worthier Him and worthier You. 
Impious Neglect! And does a Grandſire's Name, 
That ſacred Tie, no Veneration claim? 

He that imparted Life! To His pale Shade 


All Duties unperform'd, all Rites unpaid, 


In dark Oblivion ſhall his Aſhes rot, 
Like Thee unnoted, and like Thee forgot? 


Shall He in future Times ignobly lie, 
Loſt in the Ruins of Obſcurity ? 


Forbid it Heav'n! forbid it all that's Juſt ! 


Ye ſacred Honours of his hollow'd Duſt 
Forbid it! —And do thou, great Sire, excuſe 
The ſilent Sorrows of the mourning Muſe. 
Forgive the tender Flowings of her Tears, 
The ſolemn Sadneſs of her pious Cares. 

Ev'n Tears have Grace! 

Afliction, heav'nly Fair! 
Sweet-ſadly-pleaſing, with diſtracted Air, 


How doſt thou make ourPaſſions ebb and flow, 


Greatly adorn'd in all the Pomp of Woe! 

Amidſt the vaſt Sublinvity of Diſtreſs, 

Too great for Pen to paint, for Tongue expreſs; 
B 2 When 
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When Language labours, and the Accents fail, 


Thy Sighs can ſpeak, Tears cell the moving 
(Tale; j 


With an emphatic Silence can impreſs 
Thy Sorrows on the ſympathizing Breaſt. 
Big ſwells with forcive Eloquence each Sigh, 
Each Drop exprethive ſhines upon the Eye; 
Sighs, Sobs and Tears thy powerful Orat'ry! 

YE Fields and Meads s Mhere e I wandring 

(go, 

(To ſeek ſweet Salas to my wakeful Woe) 
And turn my Steps and Eyes, my Eyes like You, 
Glitt' ring with gather'd Drops of pearly Dew; 
In vain for Solace my ſad Steps | bend, 
In vain around my ſick'ning Eyes I tend; 


The Fields and Meads call up atreſh my Woe ; 


The Streams in ſy pe Murmers flow. 
The Sylvan Scenes 1 gay) in Deſert ſpread, 
Seem all to mourn with Me their Maſter dead, 
Nor now with golden Harveſts imiling ftand, 


Robb'd oi the Bleſſings of th' induſtrious Hand. 


There the bleſt Man in cheartul Solitude, 


In humble Virtues em:nent!ly Good, 
His Life in Health and innocency ran, 
Tilling the Ground like the firſt upright Man; 1; 


His Hande employ'd in honeſt Exerciſe, 


His Mind for ever ſoaring to the Skies ; 
No idle Hour expos'd to tempting Vice. 
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But now from your terreſtrial Plains he's fled, 
And joys the ſtarry Plains above the tread. 
Oh! now to him your flow'ry Treaſures pour, 
Who with rich Plenty crown'd your Plains be- 

(fore. 
Oh! join your Roſes to my grateſul Verſe, 
To pay the laſt ſad Duties to his Herſe. 


Dick Easy to Miſs EYEBRIGHT. 


FE iS Meſſage is diſpatch'd to acquaint 


You, that you have a thouſand winning 
Graces, a thouſand killing cruel Charms. Bur 


alas! this is not all: You mult be inform'd 


further, that they have pierc'd my Heart with 
4 thouſand Darts, and inflicted a thouſand 
fatal Wounds. Now, Madam, (for I mult 
expoſtulate with You) why thould the Fair, 
who ſeem all that is Innocent, carry about 
them ſuch fatal Arms, and delight in doing 


ſuch murderous Executions? I took You to. 


be an inoffenſive Power; I 78 and ad- 
mir'd you, as I would a beautiful Statue; and 


feaſted on your Charms with a ſweet De- 
light. But alas! my Delight foon, prov'd 
my Sorrow. A ſecret Poyſon inſtill'd itfelt 
into my Breaſt; and Vou, Madam, like the 
murderous Balilisk, deſtroy'd me veith your 

B 3 "Eyes. 
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Eyes. I little thought, unexperienc'd Man! 
that Death lurkꝰd under ſo fair a Form; that 
Miſchief” was hid amidſt ſo much Sweetneſs. 
Your Looks have in them ſomething that's 
gentle; and your virgin Heart (if I may give 
a Guets at it) is not inſenſible to the tender 
Paſſions of Love and Pity, Now it is but 
Juit. that you who gave the Wound, ſhould 
alſo perform the Cure. To you then alone 
J apply, my fair Phyſician ; for you alone 
can relieve my Pain. O let me find you as 
my Thoughts have conceiv'd you, all Gen- 
tleneſs, all Goodneſs ; and you ſhall ever find 
me in return all made up of Love and Fruth. 


PF 


Addreſs'd to ſome PoETICAI young 
LADIES. 


Firginibus, Pueriſq; canto. Honk. 
"4 E ſacred Siſters of th*.Jonian Choir, 


Who tuneful ſweep the ſweet harmonious 


”— (Lyre,. 


Or Delphic Virgins, if ye rather hear, 

And myſtic Sybills more delight your Ear, 
(For oft” ike Phabus fam?d Prophetic Maid, 
Hid in th'Receſſes of a ſacred Shade, 

Hard where a Temple rears it's awful Head, 


And trembling Ghoſts hang hov'ring o'er the 
( dead, 


In 


8 
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In myſtic Numbers myſtic Truths ye ſing. 
Worthy great Phæbus“ Voice and Phebus 


(String) 

y has ſome Power malignant ſtopp'd your 
(Tongue, 

Or what bleſt God now quaffs the Nectar of 
(your Song ? 


At early Mattins how you rais'd your Strains, 
And rous'd from ſluggiſh Dreams the ſkeping 
(Swans! 4 

cc Riſe gentle Youths, the Nymphs 1 —— you, 
riſe ; 

cc Riſe, gentle Youths, the Sun aſcends the 
(Skies: 


C How can you ſeal thoſe radiant Eyes! in Sleep, 
« And leave fair Maidens Eyes in Tears to. 
(weep ?. 
« Ab!riſe; ; againthoſe lovely Charms diſplay, 
« And wound our Souls, and *clipſe the riling 


(Day ' 

cc Sing, tuneful Nymphs, the raviſt'd Swains 

kreply, 

ce Sing, tuneful Nymphs, the Sun —_ = 
Y * 


"Ba « Why 


| From ev'ry future Scribbler's Wit ſecure; 


=. POEMS, Sc. 


« Why does that balmy Breath in Silence lie 


« While our ſoft Sorrows breath a gentle Sigh? 


0 Sing out our Fates, kill us with Muſick's 
(Charms, 


e And take, oh rake us 1 to your Arms! 
RAPTURISSA and PEGASE A. 


A Dialogue. 


RA p. 


W HAT muſt we then be forc'd to draw the 
| (Pen, 


And Femiles wage e unequal War with Men? 
How thall weak Belles ſecure a ſafe Defence 
Againſt a wanton Scribbler's Inſolence? 
Had when our Sex mult prove their feeble 


(might 


And againſt Dots pom write! 


PEG. 
RIs E, Rapturiſſu, to ſweet Vengeance riſe, 


Let fierceſt Lightnings arm thy angry Eyes; 


Riſe, riſe to * ruth, rouze all the Woman's 
(Pow'rs, 


Thus his Nall be the RES the Conqueſt Our's: 
And well I know, whoeer with Belles contends, 


Short are his Days and ſoon his Glory ends. 


S0 ſhall our Fame and Honour fair endure, 


SG 
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So ſhall each Nymph her full Dominion boaſt, 
No more the Buffoon's Jeſt and Coxcomb's 


"= reign 1n Beauty and in Wit ſupreme, 
And yielding Hearts with double Charms in- 
(flame. 

RA p. 


Exoven, enough—Tl feel the God controll, 
The delphic God ſeize all my raptur'd Soul! 
I ſee, I fee him puniſh'd by juſt Fate, 

Who raſhly dar'd diſturb our peaceful State. 
Behold, I ſee th* aſſembled Muſes come, 
And awefully pronounce his fatal Doom, 
The buſy Loves around obſequious ſtand 
Ready to execute the high Command. 


Bind him, ye Cupids, bind his impious . 


(Hands, 
(Bold, raſh, Offender ) with your filken 


(Bands; 


e Vieim on Love's Altar let him bleed, 
& Stabb'd with a Frown, andexpiatethe Deed; 


Or in Love's Flames grown out his trembling 
(Breath; 


«0 burning live, and beara living Death. 


„ Thus ſhall che Wretch long curſe the fatal 
(Hour, 


« He violated Beauty's ſacred Power. 


| PEG. 
O Main, belov'd of Phebus and the Nine, 


In whoſe ſweet Strains their Inſpirations ſhine» 


Well 


(Toaſt; 
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26 POEMS, &c. 


Well haſt thou ſpoke his Doom, for by this Air, 


This Ogle, Mein, theſe Jetty Locks I ſwear, 
By all the Fires that light theſe radiant Eyes, 


Deſtin d to inſtant Fate the guilty Stripling 
| (dies! 


The READING MVs ESV. 
Rumores vacui, verbaque inania. SEN. 


RAIN to the Fables of the Schools, 
Thoſe learned Nurſeries of Fools; 
And danc'd the wild fantaſtic Round 
Of airy Worlds, by Poets found; | 
My Brains turn'd with their idle Whims; 
My Fancy loſt in pleaſing Dreams; 
1 eu in viſionary Scene 
Gods, Monſters, All that Fictions feign. 
With holy Awe I bow'd to Jove; 
And pious hymn'd each Morn to Love; 
To Venus oft addreſs'd my Pray'r: 
c Bright Goddeſs, O thy Suppliant hear.” 
I ſhudder'd at the grizly Fawns, 
That dire infeſt the rural Lawns 
The Scorpion-furies and che 8 
Froz'd my chill'd Blood with pannic Terrors. 
Char m'd with the Nymphs, I rang'd the Woods, 


Courted the Deities of the Floods: 
| Shy 


* 


Tir'd with this Chaſe, I ſought Parnaſſus, 
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Shy fled the Nymphs, I ſlighted rov'd, 
And the coy Phantoms curſt and loy'd. 


For Phæbus fam'd and tuneful Laſſes. 

Now all my Pow'rs on Muſic hung; 

I died in Raptures of a Song 

And vent*rous ſtruck the ſounding Strings, 
By purling Brooks and filyer Springs; 

Thus travers'd I Hill, Dale, and Grove; 
The Roſes pluck'd, the Chaplet wove 

And ſought by all the Arts to pleaſe, 

To charm a Muſe, or win a Grace. 

At length Experience eas'd my Pain, 

And taught —My Fears and Hopes were vain. 
Hence does my Soul theſe Whims diſclaim, 
The Pedant's Cant, the School-boy's Theme. 
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Txvs ſome fond Nurſe young Miſs deceives, 
With Tales her Dotage halt believes ; 
Of dreadful Spectres, Sprites, Vagaries, 
Hobgoblins, Witches, Ghoſts, and Fairies ; 
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Of Saucer-eyes ſhocking to fight ! | 
And head-leſs Forms that haunt the Night. 1 
By Nurſe long taught the fondling Care 1 
New {tarts at ev'ry Guſt of Air: 1 
The dimning Taper ſickning blues; if 
A Ghoſt in ev'ry Shade ſhe views; l 

Till Reaſon dawns, her Fears diſpells, if 
The Terrors vaniſh with the Tales. 0 


| 
| 
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28 - POEMS; . 


CO NVINc d: no more Þ 11 look above 


For Venus and the Train of. Love. 
No more I'll ſearch the Grove and Plain 
For Creatures of the Poet's Brain. 

In you alone, ye lovely, Laſſes, 

Are found the Goddeſſes, and Graces. 
No more ſhall airy Forms delude, 

I'll court ſubſtantial Fleſh. and Blood, 
No Dryad-nymphs exiſt, no Elves, * 
No Sy/phids—fave your pretty Selves. 
Nor where Parnaſſus Tops aſpire; 
Reſides the Mufes? tuneful Choir. 

No more I'll thence invoke the Nine ; 
Reading boaſts Ninety more divine. 
Tis here the vocal Train retreat, 
And Fereb'rough-Hill's the ſacred Seat: 
No Clio did my Breaſt inſpire, 


No Erato infuſe the Fire: 


But while I thought the Viſion true, 
Dear Girls, I was inſpir'd by You. 


O Maps divine, from whoſe bright Eyes 


I boldly ſnatch'd the heav'nly Prize 
And with the ſtol'n celeſtial Rays 


Durſt animate my lifeleſs Lays ; 
Like bold Prometheus my Deceit ; 


Prometheus's my. equal Fate; 


Qonkem ad 
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Condemn'd to feel eternal Smart 
While Flames devour my tortur'd Heart. 
O pity, Nymphs, your dying Swain! 


Your ſmiles can make him live again. 


O come your equal Ardours join, 


And OY mix your Flames with mine,. 


nn B0 : 


To a gertie Nunrn who: fondly call'd 


Ber | Callamt, her Brother. 
An EeiGRAM. 
Y ES, Nancy, Dill's thy Brother doubtleſs, 


Dove: 
Brother he muſt be Brother and above 
For. thou doſt love him with a wond'rous Love. 
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HARRY fo NELL. 
Sweet Nell, | 


Know you hate to be Angeld and Goddeſsd 

L up; nor wou'd I be took to be ſo great a 

Fool to tell you, I Adore you. Thele are 
Things fitter for lying Verſe : What I am 
writing, is honeſt Profe. I will only ſay, you 
are an agreeable Laſs, and that I love you. If 
you love me, ſend me Word by the next Poſt. 


J am, 
My Deary, 
Your true Love, 


HARR r. 


12 


. 


AN 


Aid me O Philomel, to pour my Grief, 
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An ELEGY 
On the Death of Myrrra; 
Who died Sep. 10, 1729. | 


2uis Deſderio fit Pudor aut Modus 
Tam Chari Capitis ? Pracipe lugubres 
Cantus Melpomene. Hor. 


Ala tend Melpomene, the mournful Strain; 
In tend'reſt Accents teach me to com- 


(plain: : 


A Wretch depriv'd for ever of Relief. 


O Joyleſs * Dawn, and moſt unhappy Day ! 
Why did Aurora ſhed thy baleful Way! 


Why did mine Eyes &er view thy hated 


| (Light! 

Oh! had I ſlept in everlaſting Night ! 
Ah Florio, what is Life now Myrrha*s dead? 
Vaniſh'd thy Hopes are, and thy Pleaſures 
| [ fled. 
No more Aurora, now her brighter Beam 
Shall fluſh thy — Cheeks with purple 
(Shame. 


* 


Alluding tothe time of her Deat h. 
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32 _ POEMS, Ge. 
Alas ! thoſe envi'd Glories of her Eye 


No dim in gloomy Death, and darken'd lye. 


Afſiſt, Melpomene, c&c. 


Ye beauteous Nym ph, a oft have paſsd 


(away 
The happy Moments of the fleeting Day, 
Bleſt with your Myrrha' s never cloying Sight, 
In Scenes of Gaiety and ſoft Delight. 


Deſiſt your Gaiety, your Mirth for bear, 
And give a Looſe to Grief and wild Deſpair. 


Now fee in Death (and let your Sorrows flow) 

Your common Pleaſure, and your common 
(Woe. 

Come now for ever, ever to deplore ; _ 

For Myrrha, bright angelic] Maid, fair Myrrha 


Aſſiſt, Meſpomenc, &c. 


Ni pr in \ her Bloom the lovely Virgm lies; 


3 cropt, the ſnow-white Lilly fades and dies. 


See all her Graces fled; that radiant Bye, 


And all it's ſparkling 2 extinguilh'd lie. 
No more her clay- cold Lip wi Ruby glows, 


Nor bluſhes on her Cheek the fragrant Roſe, 


. Round her th' unhappy mournful Parents 


2 (preſt, 
© eowhielnrd with Sr frantic with Diſtreſs. 


Bath'd 


(is no T | 


Co 
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Bath'd in her Tears the tender Mother there, 
Diſmal to ſee ! with looſe diſchevell'd Hair, 

Wild in the Rage of Grief, with pitious Cries 
Exclaims againſt the Fates, and Stars and 


(Skies. 
Aſſiſt, Melpomene, &c. 


H O mort, bright Maid, how ſhort on 
(Earth thy ſtay 

Why thy young Beauties ſnatch'd ſo ſoon 
(away ? 

Where were thoſe cohqu” ring Charms, thoſe 
(pointed Darts, 


That irreſiſtleſs pierc'd our yielding Hearts? 


When Death approach'd did all, all feeble 
0 grow? 

All vain > Could nought prevent the coming 
(Blow ? 

Cou'd he unmov'd ſuch moving Charms with- 
(!tand ? 

Againſt ſuch Beauty lift his fatal Hand? 

Ah! Nought can ſtay pale Death's uplifted 


(Arm; 
Bribzs loſe their Pow'r, and Beauty has ne 
ns 


Alike muſt all deſcend to filent Duſt, 
The Wile, the Brave, the Virtuous, and the 
(Juſt. 
C Death's 


P ond 
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Death's univerſal ſway alike muſt own 


The humble Cottage and the glitt'ring 
| (Throne. 


Aſſiſt, Melpomenc, &c. 


STILL, ſtill methinks I ſee that lovely 
(Face ! 
That winning Smile, and ſoft attractive Grace! 
Still her bright Image riſes to my light, 
In Thoughts by Day, in Airy Dreams by 
| (Night. 
Her dear, her ſad Remembrance, ever new, 
Calls up a thouſand forrows to my View. 
Why were our mutual Hearts ſo firmly tied? 
Or why did Heay'n ſuch mutual Hearts di- 
(vide? 
Ye ue! Pow'rs, what unſeen Mis'ries wait 
On helpleſs Man! How wav'ring human 
(State! 
What reſtleſs Changes Mortals undergo ! 
Now crown'd with Bliſs, now plung'd in 


(Depth of Woe! 


No ſooner golden Scenes appear, but they 


Delude our empty Graſp, and glide away. 
Aſſiſt, Melpomene, &c. 


For ever gone! ! Go wretched Florio go, 
(For what remains, ah! What, but endleſs 
(Woe?) 
Inſtead 
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Inſtead of Flow'rs and joyful Chaplets, now 
With melancholy Willow load thy brow. 

Ve rolling Streams, with inexhauſted Store 
O could F Floods, like Vou, for ever pour! 


What Grief too great? Let me for ever mone! 


For ſee my Myrr 'ha's gone, for ever gone! 


 Myrrha, who ſeem'd indulgent Heav'ns chief 


(Care, 


Myrrha, ſo kind, ſo virtuous, young, and fair, 


Joy of each Eye, and Praiſe of ev'ry Breath, 


O direful Turn of Fate is ſnatch'd away by 


(Death. 


So Phzbus the refulgent Lamp of Day, 
Gives to the gladſome World his chearful 


(Ray, 
Till Earth's revolving Orbit from our Sight, 


Unkindly ſnatches his deſcending Light, 


And leaves the darken'd World in gloomy; 
(Night. _ 


Bor now her ſpotleſs Soul is fled on kiab, 
Born to the bliſsful Manſions of the Skie, 
Freed from the Bondage of her fleſhly Chains, 
Among the bright Celeſtial Race She reigns. 
Where Joys on Joys perpetually flow, 

By Time unmeaſur'd and unmix'd with Woe. 
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36 POEMS, &c. 


EPITAPH for the ſame. 


Nec tibi Mors ipſa ſuperſies erit. 


N vain, Celeſtial Maid, o'er Thee 
Death boaſts his Power : 


In vain malicious Time, that He 


Preſcrib'd thy Hour. 
_ (2) 
Tho? hence in Youth and Beauty torn, 
The dire Fates bore thee ; 
Thy Spotleſs Soul was only born 
To brighter Glory. 


(34 
Thou, thou, ſweet Innocence, on high 
Mongſt Heavn's bright Choir 
Shall reign when Death himſelf ſhall die, 


And Time expire. 
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Curip deceiv d; Or, il 


MVYRRHA and Dian. 


„ 

8 TILL muſt T mourn Thee, hapleſs Fain 
To thy dear Manes I for e'er 

Muſt bach a Sigh, and drop a Tear. 


(2) 
Ah juſt in all thy youthful Pride, 
When gentle Love our Hearts had tied, 
Malicious Death his Triumphs ſpy'd. 


(3) 
And while the God in Raptures ſtray'd, 


And flutter'd round the lovely. Maid, 
The ghaſtly Pow*r thus vaunting ſaid: 
(4) 
c Yield, Urchin, to thy Rival's Arms; 
ce Hence : Quit the Prize and Beauty's 
(Charms : 


« Cold Death ſhall claſp, what Love now 
| warms. 


« Love 


33 POEMS, or. 
EEC 
Love mult to Death it's Fires reſign ; 
« Beauty its ſhining Spoils : *Tis thine, 
« Vain Boy, to wound; to vanquiſh mine. 


DN ( 
Thus he: No more: without Delay 
He hurl'd his Dart, and bore away 
With ghaſtly Grin the beauteous Prey. 
5 COR 
Poor little Cupid ſtorm'd and cry'd ; 
Threw Quiver, Darts, and All aſide; 


Curs'd his dire Fate, and wifh'd Chave dy'd. 


„ 
And ſhall I thus, ſays he, be croſt? 
The ſofteſt Heart I &er cou'd boalt ! 
Ard {hall I tamely ſee it loſt ? 


49) 
Unhappy Venus was diſtreſs'd; 


Wept too; and ſooth'd, and fondly preſod 


The pretty Mourner to her Breaſt. 
(100 


But all prov'd vain: he tore his Hair; 
And ſobbing : “ ſuch a tender Pair 


&« Never, he cry'd, breath'd vital Air! 


« Now 
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(71 
«© Now Myrrha's gone in Grief muſt I 
« For ever mourn ! and Florio die! 


« And all our Shrines neglected lie! 


„ 
But ah! his Mother's Heart no more 
Her little Cpid's Sorrows bore; 
She griev'd to hear him ſob and roar. 


(13) 
And thus : «© Ah! *twas unkindly done! 
« How cou'd you, oh] how cou'd you Son, 


« Tell us that Myrrha's dead and gone? 


( 14 
Pointing to Dian: © There She's ſeen, 
« There ſhines, with what a graceful Mein! 
C Like thy Mamma, and Beauty's Rycen. 
Dp LT > 
Deluded Cupid wip'd his Eyes ; 
Soon all his ſtreaming Sorrow drys 
In Raptures the blind Urchin crys : 
| „ 
c Tis ſhe, *tis ſhe ! That ſnowy Neck, 
c That radiant Eye and roſy Cheek, 
« And All the lovely Maid beſpeak ! 


Myr RTILLA 


40 POEMS, &. 
NNN NNN SE 
MyRTIITo to AMANDA. 


Deareſt AM AN PDA, 


1 F Love is not a mere idle Name, and has that 


Power commonly aſcrib'd to it; if that 


Power is attended with a ſtrange Variety of 
Pain, and thoſe Pains capable of invading our 
firmer Breaſts; in ſhort, if Man is not all De- 
ceit, and there is any Truth in your Myrtillo; 
believe, dear Maid, I fee] that Power, and 
confeſs thoſe Pains; My whole Breaſt burns 
with the full Rage of Love, and the fair A.- 
manda is the bright Author of my Flame. 

If to mourn thy Ablence, and to wiſh for 
thy Preſence, as iny only Felicity; If to hug 
thy dear Idea, and purſue thee in every 
Thought; if to fix my whole Soul upon thee, 
to make thee all my Care, and all my De- 
light; If this (I ſay) be an Argument of Love, 
this thy Myrtillo does for his Amanda. 


Yes, lovely Creature, dear to me as Life, 


thou art preſent with me in all my Concerns, 


in every Thought, in every Action. Retir'd 


from the World, to thee 1 fly tor Reſt, with 


Thee ever, ever employ'd! In Buſineſs thou 


| Tweetneſt all my Cares; In Solitude are my 
ſole Companion. 'I hou art my Life, my <elt, 
my All } 


AN X- 
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Axx1ovus for thy Safety, I endure a | li 
thouſand Ills: Affected with thy Anguitſh in [il 
the tendereſt Part of me, thy much-loy'd Per- 14 


ſon, I feel thy Pains with the quickeſt Sence, j1 
and ſhare with thee all thy Sorrows. While 
Love and Concern for thee at once invade my bl 
Soul. happy methinks is the poor Lunatic 1 
that raves in Bedlam, to the Man poſleſs'd of 1 
Reaſon to encreaſe his Diſtraction. Doubts 
and Fears riſe up in my Breaſt, a Croud of 1 
Apprchenſions rack my Soul, andI am torn a- 9 
ſunder with a thouſand Diſquietudes. 1 
Ad D which now, Amanda, ingenuouſly 4 
tell me, which doſt thou think has the trueſt 1 
Senſe of Love? I appeal to yourſelf. Does 1 
the Woman ſuffer more? Or is the Man moſt 1 
affected with this generous Paſſion? For 1 
me, I decide in Favour of my own Sex ; nor 1 
think me partial, I judge by my ſelf. Be it 
your's, to vindicate the Fair. And what ſays 
my Ananda | 
Do thoſe bright Eyes of thine at the fight _ | 
of thy Myrtillo, ſparkle with Love? That 
loft Boſom heave with Tenderne s at thy Lo- 
ver's Approaches? Does thy Heart flutter | 
with Joy at his Preſence ; and thy Sighs in It 
fad Airs proclaim his Abſence, chiding the 1 
heavy flow Minutes of his Return? Does his 
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dear Name fill thee with a ſecret Pleaſure; and | l 
5 is thy Soul all in Flames at the Thoughts of | 
: him ? 9 
ö Write me, ah ! write me all, dear Maid, all | 

: 


the Prettineſies thy Paſſion can dictate, and bleſs 
me 
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me with the full Recital of thy Love. Deny 


me not the Pleaſure of hearing from You, 
fince I muſt be robb'd of that of ſeeing you. I 
| ſhall hug thy dear Characters to my Heart; 

diſſolve in a Tranſport of Bliſs; — 51 and read 


over again, then grow anxious till I hear 


from Thee again 
Ie ENT Prin PEN te PEEL MEN PN POA PLE PIT PHY PIC PIE PIT PA Pee y 


From the ſame to the ſame, 


H O' I am depriv'd the Happineſs of your 


| Preſence, it is ſtill in your Power to bleſs 
the ſad, uncomfortable, Y As of Abſence. 
I may {till be delighted with the Sweetneſs of 
your Converſation, tho? Fate has remoy'd me 
from the Charms of your Perſon. Your Let- 
ters, dear Maid, can baffle the Envy of Fate. 
Fancy can ſtill reſtore thee entire to my Arms. 
While [ read what comes from thy fair Hands, 
J ſhall think I hear thy real Voice, and ſeem 
to be ſtruck with thy tender Accents. Each 
flowing Word will ſeem to breath from thy 
Lips, with their wonted Softneſs. Deluded 
by the fond Deceit, and loſt in the pleaſing 
Imagination, I fhall hear thee, ſee thee, gaze 
on thy dear Perſon, fill'd and tranſported with 
an uncommon Ardour of Love. Such, my 
Amanda, iuch are the Pleaſures, the bare 
| Thought 
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Thought of Thee inſpires me with. And if 
mere Thought, if the imperfe& Image of Fan- 
Cy, if the abrupt Idea of thee can raiſe me to 
ſuch an Height of Felicity, think charming 
Creature, think what tranſpo ting Delights, 
what a Heaven of Bliſs I teel in thy Preſence. 
Perhaps you'll ſay, *tis a Breach of Modeſty ; 
and Writing is a Freedom not allow'd to your 
Sex. The contrary Amanda will be a breach 
of Love, a breach of the very Laws of Hu- 


manity, and an Injury to the trueſt Paſſion 


that ever warm'd a Heart! Remember this. 
From the ſame, to the ſame. 


Dear AM AN DA, : 


I N all the Affairs of one ſo important to me, 
is there no one Affair of Importance, like 
thy ſelf? Not one pretty Trifle in that pre- 
cious Life, that is worth your relating, not 
one ſingle Paſſage worth my hearing? Or to 
ſpeak more properly, is there any one Action, 
that would not be engaging from my Aman- 
da, or one ſweet Trifle of her's, her Lover 
would not think of Moment? Thou dear, 
dear Trifler! Doſt thou not all inſpire me with 
Delight, and is not thy whole Self a Collec- 


tion of Charms. Say what are thy Thoughts, 


thy 
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thy Employ ments, thy Diverſions ? Does not 


my Amanda Hope, With, and Fear? Or is her 


whole Lite ſpent without Smile or Sigh? 
Should thy Myrtillo be a ſtranger to thy 
Withes, thy Averſions ; or does not thy Hopes 
and Fears concern him? Is there one Grief 
that does not equally affect me, or one Pain 
of thine I wou'd not ſhare with thee ? Cannot 


thy Joys give Pleaſure to thy Lover, or ought 


he not to partake of thy Delights? Muſt I love 
and care. for you, only to ſuffer? My Fancy 


be employ'd on you, but to improve my Griefs? 


Wretched State! and endleſs Torture ! Always 


anxious! Always burn ing! Tortur'd ever with 
fancied Fears, and ever heaping up a thouſand 
| Woes! Such is the Abſence of faithful Love; 
and this and more has been my Lot. 
[ ſat me down with full Purpoſe to rail at 
ou, and vent my Paſſion at your Indolence. 
But my Rage, I know not how, is diſarm'd 
of it's Force, and the Paſſion of Anger ſoftned 
to that of Love But hence *tis gone, I 
give it to the Winds My Dear, I'm 


wholly 
Yo uRs. 
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77 
To CLARIN PDA. 
With the following O D E. 


MA DAM, . 
8 little Compoſition, imperfect as it 
is, begs your kind Acceptance. Bold, 
I confeſs the Attempt in preſuming to deſcribe 
the Charms I can only admire ! And hard the 
Task, to do Juſtice to thoſe Perfections, the 
leaft of which is that of being farr. | 
As for the Brightneſs of the Poer's Flame 
or that I am altogether unconcern'd, 
as I do not aſpire to the ſacred Character; 
But that of the Lover's (to do him Juſtice) 
burns in all it's Heat and Luſtre. To form 


the Compariſon Bright, as the heavenly 


Graces of thy Body; pure, as thy ſpotleis 
Mind; and {trong and laſting, as thy unſha- 
ken Virtue. 

Bo r tho? I do not acquit myſelf, as a Poet; 
I ſhall think myſelf happy, it I ſucceed as a 
Lover. Tho? the faint Colourings of my 


Pencil cannot reach the fair Original; I have 


{till a brighter Image of the fair Clarinda, 
ſtrongly ſtamp'd on my Heart: My Heart, 
which ever flutt'ring round it's dear Object, 
receives (like a faithful Mirrour) the full 


 Luttre of my Fair, nor loſes a ſingle Charm. 
Accept then, moſt lovely of thy Sex, accept 


ac 
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at leaſt the humble Tribute of my Heart 
there wilt thou find no faint Image of thy 


ſelf, where All is Love and Clarinasa. 
To CLarinDa; An ODE. 


Calum ipſum petimus Stultitia, Ho R. 


1 
F [ RE ST, forgive the Muſe, who tunes 
- (her Lyre 
To Pindar's lofty Notes, without His Fire; 
Who dares unskill'd attempt Clarinda's Praiſe, 
With bo/d Ambition, but unequal Lays. 
Bid her retire, 
Nor vainly dare 
With unfledg'd Wings aſpire 
Preſumptuous to the Skies, thro? tractleſs 
(Fields of Air. 


1 
Ca x her low artleſs Quill diſplay 
The beamy Glories of the God of Day? 
Or with what Colours will the paint aright 
The dazling Rays > 
That round him blaze; 
And how deſcribe him deck'd in Robes of 
(Light ? 
WIL 


2 
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WILI She then once preſume to trace 
Clarinda* s, bright Perfections? Can She tell 
Her ev'ry Grace, 
The hea'vnly Beauties of her Face, 


And all theunnumber'd Charm that round her 
(dwell ? 


What Numbers will She uſe, what lofty 
(Strain? 

To ſpeak her beauteous A; r, her lovely Mein? 
What Force, what Energy ſo powertul find, 


To reach the ſpotleſs Maid's ſeraphic Mind? 
(4) 


C EAS E youthful Muſe importunately vain ; 

Forbear ; Thy headitrong Impulles reſtrain ; 

Quench, quench thy glowing Vein, 

Thy too impetuous Heat ; 
Leſt wiſe to late, 

Struck by the vengeful Lightning 1 her 

c 
As Phaeten's, thy like Impiety, w 
Hurl'd headlong from thy Heav'n of Bliſs, 
Be to the Shades of laſting Night diſmiſs d. 


STRUcER 
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STRUCK with a beauteous Blaze 
Of Heav'nly Light; 

Shot from her Eyes the Rays, 
Inſufferably bright; 

Lo ſilent She retreats, 
Confus'd: With decent Awe 
See her withdraw, 

Conſcious of her blind Zeal and guilty . 


For who can paint the Beams that gild the 
(Skies? 


The e of Phebus, or Clarinda's Eyes? 


ts. 
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WS e888 RA A ABA IN 88 
To the Memory 


13 Me PIL E, ſomettme Br 1 to 


his M AJESTY; 
. emper 8 nomeng; tuum, La: udeſs; manebunt, 


O H, could I form my low imbecile Lays 
Firm like the Columns which thy Hands 
(cou'd raiſe; 
Could 1, like Thee, diſpoſe the various Heap, 


And the rude Maſs into fair Order ſhape ; 


Drawn from it's priſtine Chaos bid it riſe, 
And in a beauteous Structure ſtrike our Eyes, 
A laſting Monument to Thee I'd raiſe, | 
And deathleſs, like thy Works, ſhould be my 
(Lays, 
Bur ah! in vain with buſy Zeal I ſtrive 
Fondly the Fa NE, my felt mult want, to 
(give. 
To Thee what nobler Monument c can be, 
Than thy own Works, to ſpeal thy Memory? 
Frail are my artleſs Labours : now they riſe ; 


And ſoon the mort- liv'd Toil decays and dies. 


D. No 


| | ” 
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Not fo with Thee —Thy Labours firmly ſtand, 
And diſtant Times ſhall praiſe thy skilful i 
(Hand : 
Each Fabrick Immortality ſhall claim; ; 
It's ſelf the Record to preſerve its Fame. 
Tho? ancient, ſtrong; beauteous, tho' worn 


i (with Date; 
And but for Length of Years more venerably 
| (great. be 
ll H Nc E as in Mem'ry of Adonis dead ä 
| The ſad Azemonics uprear'd their Head; FR 
| Or from the Grecian Chief (as ſome have ſung) m. 
The new-born Flow'rs with purple Honours tic 
And Al in mournful Letters wails his Fate, Fa 
Lameats at once his Fall and makes it great. 2 
Thus ſhall the Builder's Toils the Pile pro. v0 
(claim, my 
And ev'ry Fabrick bear thy honour'd Name: 10 
Thus ſhall thy Fame live in eternal Bloom, fide 
Nor yield to Death, Fate's common vulgar ba 
Doom. ney 
St Ne E independent then of others Aid, wy 
Thy Praiſe to future Times ſhall ſtand diſ- n 
play d. you 
High on thy 8 let me fix my Name, upo 
And Live with Thee, and Jour eternal Fame. Mo! 


HAL. 
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{ | 
HALL CourTLEY to Madam | 

LonGacRE. ö 
: | 

i 15 the Fate of Beauty and Merit to be 1 

perſecuted with a Tribe of Sweethearts, 
and damn'd to the Impertinence of Fops. The 

0 more we are charm'd with a Lady's Perfec- 

2 tions, we think ourſelves the more entitled to ; 
; the fair Poſſeſſor of them. And ſhall you, Ma- | 
: dam, you alone hope to eſcape the common ; 

a Fate ot the Fair? For Heaven's ſake, Madam, ; 

_ conſider with your ſelf, and be better advis'd. i 

). You ſhould conſider in the firſt Place, that it is l 

* much beneath the Character ot your Ladyſhip, 4 

= to be leading Apes up and down in Hell. Be- | 

ſides, Madam, you have Youth, andBeauty and | 

Wit, and Merit in Abundance; or what is e- g 
* qually the ſame, you have Abundance of Mo- il 
wy ney, and conſequently are a Lady of North; 1 

a Perfection I much admire. I ſay, Madam, as [ 

: you are ſtor'd with Pe/f, you cannot want all | 

if other the moſt ſhining Pe: fections. What tho? ö 

d. you are turn'd the wrong ide of Fifty, an i 

„upon full Gallop to old Age and the D-----1? 


Money, Madam, buys you Touth, andredeems 


* 92 you 
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you from Wrinkles, and makes you ſhine in 


all the bloomy Charms of Paint and Vermi- 


lion. Who after this will be ſo ſottiſh as to de- 
ny you Beauty to your Youth. Sure he muſt 
be ſhort of Sight or — Under/tanding. What 
tho? you have a little Tumour on the Shoul- 
ders and Curvity in your Pegs, which the ill- 
natur'd World (who envy your Perfections) 
term a crooked Back and Bondy Legs; yet ſo 
ingeniouſly are they hid in rich Brocades and 
Silks, and your Jewels and Gold dart ſuch a 
Luſtre about you, that hang me like a Dog 
(when ever [ ſee you) if I dont twitter again to 
be in poticti onof ſo many Charms, ſuch a deal 
of Excellence] For your Wit, Madam 


you that are Miſtreſs of ſo much ſhining Me- 
tal can never fail to be Miſtreſs of Wit and E- 


loquence; for there is no Eloquence like that 


of Gold; it moves and perſwades with all the. 


Powers of Rhetoric : In ſhort, whatever you 
ſay, is the Flower of Wit; to engaging is it, 
that it makes us grin again, before we hear it. 
But as to your Worth, Madam Gods, 
were | bur Maſter of Half! Now Madam, I 
have the Vanity to think, that I have the beſt 
Title to It and You: For who is more deſer- 
ving of it than your Admirer? And as you 


have a vaſt Deal of Money, I too have a vaſt 


Stock of Love; all which, if you and I can a- 
gree, I deſign to make a Jointure of to you. 
Now think, Madam, how happy we ſhall hve! 

28 
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as happy as the Day — and Night too— is 
long. do Madam, I hope you'll conſider my 
Plea, and reward the Merits of 


Tour profe 55 Adorer, 


HENRY Cov RTLEY- 


: M5 Fannia. 


ISS Fannia vain of an indiff*rent Face, 
Thinks ev*ry Charm ſumm'd up in that 
(one G1 ace: 

Full of herſelf, the little pert young Thing 
At ev'ry Mortal has a fpiteful Fling : 
Proudly the perks it at their very Noſes : 
Ex poſing others, molt herſelf ſh'expoles. 
_ What tho” thy Pride may paint thee without 
Stain z 


Thou art not ſpotleſs, Child, bad very vain. 


All Faults, dear Miſs, are by the Glaſs not 


(Heron, 
Or thou wo d/s well, eber now have known thy 
(Own, 


P u 1- 
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PHILANPDER 0 PRRU DELLA. 


THAT baniſh me for Ever? Inhuman 
Fair ! Is it to preſerve a proper Diſtance, 

and to keep up the deference that is due from 
a Mortal to a Goddeſs; that I may next time 


approach you with a more ſacred Awe, ad- 


dreſs you with a purer Devotion? Or is it, in 
ſhort, only the Device of the Woman (too 
much 1n practice now-a-days) to whet the Ap- 
petite of the Lover to a keener Edge, that he 


may be more eager, more full of Love to 


the dear Object oi his deſires? 

JL tell you, my Dear; the beſt Expedi- 
ent | know of is this; If the Women are fan- 
taſtic, the Men ſhould be careleſs. Take Care, 


Child; the caſe is thus —— If I never ſee you, 


I muit of Conſequence forget you. 


ALBanus 
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| 


ALBANUS fo AURELIA 


My dear AUREL1A, 


H ©” the blind God of Hearts threw us 

with the unthinking Many by meer 
Chance into each others Arms, think not the 
ſoft Bands of Love the weaker, No ! the clo- 
ſeſt Engagements bind us, the firmer Ties of 
the Soul ! *T'was that lovely Sett of Features, 
at firſt {1 confeſs} that ſtruck my Fancy, that 
engag'd my Heart, that invited me to the Ac- 
quaintance of the fair Poſſeſſor of them. Ac- 
quaintance foon open'd to me more winning 
Charms than a faultleſs Face, a Shape, an Air, 
That beauteous Outfide was but the gilded 


Caſe of a richer Treaſure within. The hap- 


py TinQure of the Skin, and a well-turn'd 
Shape may dazle the Eyes, may take the 
Heart but are ſubject to a thouſand Ac- 


cidents. But the Mind, Aurelia, that nobler 
Part flourithes with unfading, Honours, in 


Youth gives Life to Beauty, in Age ſupplies. 
it's Lots with more engaging Charms. 

Now all this Philoſophy tended only to 
aſſure you, that my Love is not built upon 
fuch weak Foundations. It is not fed alone 
by the ſweet Nectar of thy Lips; nor does 
it live by the vital Rays of thy Eyes. It is 
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not detain'd by the Muſick of thy Tongue; 
nor 1s it fetter'd by the rich Tangles of thy 
Hair. Clariſſa looks bright, and Sappho can 
fing ; but the Voice is the only Charm in this, 
and that has no other Merit but to look fair. 
It is not with ſuch common Views I admire 
thee : And I hope I ſhall neyer want the Gal- 
lantry to think of you otherwiſe than as my 
Thoughts repreſent you at this Moment. And 
know, conſummate Maid, it will be no Diſad- 
vantage to thy lov'd Charms, that thy Alba- 
mus thus delights to be laviſh in thy Prailes. 
Long acquaintance diſcovers thy Worth. It 
cen'ributes more to thy Honour, to pronounce 
thee a perfef# Mortal, now; than in the firſt 
Heats of Love to have call'd thee, Divine 

I can write at preſent. but little News, and 
It will be none to tell You, Tam  - 


Your great Admirer. 
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Honokriot CORINNA. 


Upbraiding her Falfehood. 
CORINNA, 


AM ſtruck but to mention that Name! 

With Love? No With Indignati- 
on ! That Name, which once, ſweet as the 
Voice of Harmony, raviſh'd my Senſes with 
an Extacy of Delight ſounds to me now harſh 
and diſagreeable, and Corinna, whole Idea ſo 
inflam'd my Soul with Love, now fires me 
with Rage and Reſentment. 

SPARE me the Confuſion of Repeating 
to you it's Cauſe, Examine your Heart, and 
trace it there. See it there be one Spark of 
Affection left! | 

Bur if Truth dee had met with a 


like Return, and Exceſs of Paſſion kindled 


as warm a Love; if the moſt affecting Ten- 


derneſs for you cou'd claim your Eſteem, and 


2 conſtant Concern for You had endear'd me 
to your Thoughts; If in ſhort, to have been 
regardleſs of all that is dear to me, all the 
World for your Sake, if this, I ſay, had any 
Merit ; I had now been bleſt with an equal 
Warmth and Affection, and been alike your 
Thoughts, Concern and Care, But ſuch in an 
ungrateful 
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ungrateful World is the known Reward of 
Truth and Sincerity. | 
Yes thus Tendernefs, and Affection; Truth, 
Honour and Fidelity; Fame, Dangers, ALL! 
employ'd in your Service, as they have un- 
doabtedly merited it ſo Coldnefs and Indiffer- 
ence; Diſeſteem, Neglect, and Scorn have 
moſt amply rewarded 


Tour Humble Servant. 


 ALExiss Farewell: 


Manamng 


TO you ask what could move me to write 
nom, when Time has made it fruitleſs to 


write? Ask why mad Deſpair talks to the 


Winds, if you would know why hopelefs 
Love writes. Tis the only Relief both have 
left, to indulge their Melancholly. | 
Ox why was unbounded Beauty given, but 
to crown unbounded Love? why were thoſe 
bright Per fections, that Profuſion of Graces 
(fo form'd for Love) beſtow'd upon You, but 
to reward that Love, which is deſerving thoſe 
Excellencies. Why were thoſe Lips fo taught 
to glow, thoſe Eyes to thine, that Voice o_ 
| | 72% 


1. 


Ww 


now 
Mac 
him 
man 
little 
ty tc 
choic 
retur 
aſſau 
Jeuu 


pid 1 


On ſeveral OCCASIONS. 59 


raviſh with ſuch enchanting Sweetneſs, and 
that Wit to pierce with that uncommon Force? 
Was it only to fire, to wound, to deftroy ? Ah! 
No : Thoſe Beauties of Body and Mind were 
never meant by Nature only to torture. Alas! 
they muſt bleſs ſome happier Youth. Thus 
cruel Parents and cruel Fate ſever the moſt u- 
nited Souls : And I muſt ſubmit to ſevere Love 


and Fate; yet ſtill love on, adore and die a 


faithful Victim to Love and You. 


TAM TownLy t the Divine 
BELINDA. 


Io] of my Heart, 


ERE not I one, the moſt unhappy of 
Creatures, I had thrown my { 15 
now at your Ladyſhip's Feet. Permit me, 
Madam, this Mode of Expreiſion; 'tis Cupid 
himſelf dictates; anda Lover may indulge Ro- 


mance, as the peculiar Diale& of Love. The 


little Power too ſenſible of your Charms in pi- 
ty to his defenſeleſs Votaries lent them the 
choiceſt Arms of Love. With his Quills we 
return the Wounds of your Eyes, and equally 
aſſault the Fair with Flames and Darts. Where 
Lerus ſupplies the Eloquence of Beauty, Cu- 
pid ſupplies the Eloquence of Wit. 


OUR 
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Ov r Language ſhould riſe in Proportion to 
our Charms. *Twere impious to addreſs a 
Zoddeſs with familiar Sounds. It would be 
tiy Ambition, if it were not too great a Pre- 


ſumption, to <ual, if poſſible, your lovely 


Self. My Expreſſions ſhould be bright as your | 


Eyes, /oft as your Lips, tender as your Soul, 
and elegant as your Perſon. 

| #4 D almoſt forgot to tell you Madam, 
that Buſineſs, that Enemy to Love, prevented 
My intended Viſit to you. It ſhall be for the 
future the whole Buſineſs of my Life to con- 
vince You, that I am entirely devoted to Loye 


and Your Service. 


CS SS :e SRSaSe9? 
Letter from the Country. 


Dear Sir, + 
Y K U expect perhaps an Epiſtle dreſt up 


1 like a Noſegay, with all the Sweets and 
Flowers the Country produces: Or to find it a- 
dorn'd like a delicious well - diſpos'd Garden; 
each ſentence a Bed of Roſes, each Expreſſion 
1 of a Flower. You expect that I 

ou'd delude you, by the ſweet Deceit of 
Words, into a pleaſing Reveree ; to nndyour- 
ſelt agreeably loſt in a florid Deſcription : 
to be lull'd up by all the Power's and Opiates 
of Poetryinto a rapturous Dream of Fancy, and 


be 
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tions, 


tions, that I had almoi 
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be A to the viſionary Scenes of ZJy- 


fum. You wou'd be led thro? painted Mea- 
dows, traverſe the verdant Plains, and regale 
every Senſe with the ſweet Repaſt of rural De- 
lights. Nature muſt diſplay all her rich Stores, 


and feed the Eye of Fancy with a grateful Va- 


riety ; riſing Hills, flow'ry Vales, nodding 
Foreſts, — 7 Streams, and ſhady Groves, 
Methinks you ſeem already to view me die- 
tating on a how'ry Bank, or tranſported be- 
neath a fragrant Shade, with the teather'd 
Songſters ſtraining their little Throats and 
and warbling to me in alternative Strains. No 
my Gratus, like Tantalus I pine amidit all the 
Graces of Nature, all the rich Bounties of in- 
dulgent Heav'n, nor reliſh the leaſt Enjoy- 
ment. In vain the Brooks murmur, Meadows 
ſmile, and Birds ſing. What are Brooks, 
Meads, and Groves; What all the ſofteſt Scenes 
of Nature? What are Birds, Banks and Flow- 
ers without the pleaſing Converſe of a virtuous 
Friend. I am nat yet quite ſo romantic, nor 
is my Head ſo far turn'd, as to die awa 
in Extacy at Nightingales and Junquills, 
at Rocks and Grottoes. And beſides ſuch- 
like Companions, and the poor harmleſs 
Brutes, none elſe have I here to converſe with, 
but ruſtic Souls, almoſt as unthinking as they, 
Retirement void of Society is Baniſhment, and 
Nature a Deſert. 
But I have rambled ſo far into Poetic _— 


t not thank'd you for 
| Jour 


62 POE MS, G 
our kind Letter; In which I love the Friend 
ut muſt check the Flatterer, &c. &c. &c. 
"Tis high Time to conchude oc, 
and tell you how ue! am, 


Dear Sir 
Tour mo obedient 


F. riend and & ervant. 


A Prayer in Time of Sickneſs. 
Ather of Nature Gracious God ! O may 


My Soul grow vig 'rous by its Frame's 
(Decay ! 


Grant when the feeble Springs of Life no 
(more 
Shall move this frail Ro it moy'd be- 
(fore; 
When my Soul ſtruggles in my labring 
| 5 Breaſt, 

By icy Death's rude Iron Hands oppreſs'd ; 
Grant I with Firmneſs may reſign my Breath, 


And while I pant for Life, teach me to pant 


(for Death, 


The 


nds 


tle, 


The RECOVERY. 


I 
raisd to Life and bloomy Joys, 
Bright Author of my Bliſs and Fire, 
Smile while the Muſe with gladſome Voice 
Sings the ſweet Tranſports you inſpire : 
While heavenly Maid ſhe hails your Sorrows 
(o'er ; 
Buried with Tur her own ſhe grievesno more. 
(2) 
Long impertun'd the deafen d Skies 
With lifted Hands and ardent Pray'r; 
The Pow'rs have hear'd my anxious Sighs, 
And to my Vows reſtor'd the Fair. 
Theſe Bleſſings gain'd to Tow, my other Heav'n 


A like Return of Bliſs to Me be given. 


13 
The Gods in Bounty mix our Joys, 
And &izdly pour in Dregs of III; 
To teach Mankind their ſecret Laws, 
And Mercy's Love's ſoft Powers inſtill : 
| From 
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From your own Ils theſe heav'nly Virtues 


And melt com paſſionate at others Wot: 
2 oy „ 
O Fair as Heav'n, like Heav'n diffuſe 
Thy Bounties with a bleſt Delight, 
Thy Pity grant to him that ſues, 
And Love with equal Love requite: 
Thus like the Gods while you diſpenſe your 
( Love, 
I'm wrapp'd in Bliſs — and You ; Nor envy 
| ( 1 Oe. 
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The Turk GenTLEMAN di/linguiſhed. 


| F ROM wrong Notions and falſe Reaſons - 


ings ſpring the many pernicious Errors, 
found in Life and Practice. Nothing has 
prov'd of more fatal Conſequence than the 
the miſtaken Senſe Mankind have of Honour. 
There is a natural Thirſt of Glory, and an H- 
neſt Pride (if I may ſo ſay) Gerl rooted in 


the Mind of Man, to excel their Fellow-bre- 


thren, to raiſe and diſtinguiſh themſelves. 
The Purſuit is laudable, and worthy a rational 
Creature ; who has a Soul form'd for Great- 
neſs, and replete with the Seeds of Glory. It 
is indeed the pure Dictate of Nature, our 
Duty, our Intereſt. But alas! the Misfors 
tune is, we take the Shadow for the Sub- 
ſtance, the falſe for the true Glory, Tis here 
we fail for want of juſt Sentiments. 1 
THERE is Nothing ſo much aim'd at; 
and yet ſo little underſtood as the Character of 
a Gentleman. Rich and Poor; Fools and 
Knaves, bear away the honourable Title; 
and every one thinks it, in ſome Degree his 
This or that Gentleman— is now the 
Phraſe in Vogue, tho? the Wretch has not one 
Grain of Merit to ſupport his Claim to it: 
Inſomuch that, it is now become a diſputable 


. 


E hing; 
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Thing, an empty Compliment, a Name with- 
out Meaning. Out of ſo many Thouſands, 
that are honour'd with the Appellation, there 
are very few who are Gentlemen in reality. 
Pity it were but that fo noble a Character 
ſhou'd be clear'd from it's Rubbiſh, and made 
to ſhine again in its genuine Luſtre : A Cha- 
rater ſo ſacred, wherein all the Virtues meet, 
tho? (like the Virtues themſelves) ſacrilegi- 
ouſly confounded with the oppolite Vices. 
Dots then beggarly Virtue claim this ho- 
nourable Title, the . e Right of Birth 
and Grandeur, the juſt Prerogative of Riches 
and Honour, the inconteſtcd Priviledge of the 
more {aſhionable Vices 
EUGEN IO and Criſpinus make different 
Pretenſions, and each demands this Honour in 
Oppoſit ion to the other. 

EUGEN IO 1s deſcended of an illuſtrious 
Family, and is therefore a Gentleman, tho? he 


is Himſelf the greateſt Diſgrace to it. A Race 


of Worthies and Patriots adorn his Line, ard 
make him a Gentleman, tho? he can boaſt no 
one Action, but what his Anceſtors wou'd 
bluſh at. His Father was the Right Hon. Ld. 
* K* *, and he is a Gentleman tor being his 
Son. Ina Word, The Blood of Peers runs 
thro all his Veins and makes him a Gentleman 
from Top to Toe, Thus Eugenio ſnatches o- 
ther's Lawrels, and loads Himſelf with bor- 
row'd Honours. His Fore-fathers Deeds pal- 

1 
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liate his Own, and He raiſes him a Panegyric 
trom their Encomiums. 

' CRisPpiNus is Eugenio's Reverſe. Euge- 
nio derived his Nobility from his Anceſtors; 
Criſpinus form'd his own Greatneſs. Eugenio 
was attended with a Levee of Courtiers, Criſ- 
Pinus was only waited on by a lifeleſs * Image 
of Wax. Eugenio's Extravagance has reduc'd 
him to a Fidler; Criſpinus from a Cobler is 
become Secretary of State. Eugenio boaſts the 
empty Titles of his Birth; Criſpinus prides 
himſelf in the Multitude of his Riches. Eu- 
genio deſpiſes Criſpinus for his former Mean» 
neſs ; Criſpinus overlooks Eugenio for his pre- 
ſent Neceſſities. The one ſupports Honour by 
Right of Inheritance ; the other claims it by 
Right of Acquilition. Eugenio meaſures a 
Gentleman by his Coat of Arms and Titles 


Criſpinus by his Hundreds; as nine Taylors 


make 4 Man. In a Word, Eugenio's Gentle» 
man is an Image dreſs'd up with Star and Gar- 


ter, and a Feather; Criſpinus's, an Idol of 


Gold, to which Men pay ſo much Reverence 
and Adoration. If we enquire what Good they 
have done: The One has conſum'd a fine E- 
ſtate in ders ; the Other has ſcratch'd One 

up by Oppreſſion. 
TE next in my Liſt is Mr. Mody ; Mr. 
Mody is the very Pink of Gentility. The Eſ- 
{ence of which he makes to conſiſt in a nice 
A £0 2 Diſtinction 
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diſtinction from the Herd of Mankind. He 
won't ſee the Sun with vulgar Mortals and is 
even ſick to breath the ſame common Air with 
them. One would take him to be ſome ſupe- 
riour Being, and all below him the Scum of 
the Earth. He is one of thoſe who denomi- 
nate themſelves Gentlemen of Pleaſure. The 
Park and Play, Maſquerade and Opera, the 
Cofice-houſe and Raftling-board are his Field 
of Action, his Scene of Life. He dances gen- 
teely, hums a Song politely, and will take a 
Pinch of Snuff with as fine an Air, as any Man 
whatſoever. From his Peruke to his Slipper 


he is Alamode Cap-a-pee, All the Ladies count 


him a pretty Gentleman. His higheſt Ambiti- 
on indeed 1s to be a Woman's Man. His Qua- 
lifications are exquiſite this Way. He is an 
excellent Judge of Colours; adjuſts a Patch 
with the utmoſt Propriety, and criticizes ex- 
tremely well upon a Cat of Cloaths. 
Nate, No-body makes a better Leg. 

Bor let me not omit the Noble Captain 
Bluff. The Ladies call him Captain Blunt. 
His Name I will not ſo much inſiſt upon, but 
paſs on to his ſhining Qualities. And firſt, the 
Cock of his Hat gives him ſuch a Share— of 
Reſpe#! and his Gigantick Strut draws upon 
Him all Eyes. His Arms a Kimbo proclaim 
his Worth, and joſtle hun Room wherever 
he comes. Indeed his Looks and Words and 
whole Deportment beſpeak him a Perſon ot 
Figure and Importance. He ſwears Jie a Gen- 


rleman, gets drunk Hie a Gentleman, —_— 
5 4 
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ke a Gentleman, and has all the vicious Cha- 
raters of a modern Gentleman. He values him- 
ſelf much upon his Blaſphemies and Impieties; 
the Virgins he has lower ; and Murders 
he has committed in Duels. To ſum up his 
Character in a word or two He main- 


tains his Dignity by repeated Inſults upon 
Mankind, and a conſtant Defiance of his great 
Creator. 

Tubus One is a Gentleman by Virtue of 
Birth and Title ; Another purchaſes the Ho- 
nour with a little Drofs of the Earth; A Third 
is dignify'd with it for his pretty polite Fool- 
eries; and this arrogates it to Vice and Immo- 
rality. So may it be conferr'd upon a well- 
deſcended Steed, an 4/s with gold Trappings, 
a * well-bred Monkey or Hyrcanian Tyger, 

AND is this then that Worth, that Dig- 
nity, the grand Characteriſtics and Badges of 
Greatneſs ? Theſe the utmoſt Aſpirings of the 
human Nature, the noble Ambition of a ratio- 


nal Mind? Were Mankind born to no higher 


Views, were they form'd to no better Purpo- 
ſes? Is Nobility. only to ſwell our Vanity, the 


Bounties of Heaven, to be ſubſervient to our 
Vices? If This be its mighty Importance, the- 


Gentleman is a Character of no Worth, and 


honeſt Qyintius at the Plow-tail is more MWoble 


in his ignoble Obſcurity, This worthy Yeo- 
man is remarkable for his rough good Senſe, 


and a plain natural Simplicity of Manners. 
The hearty old Man bleſſes Heaven, that he 


camèe. 


ai 
ara 


* Allading to the Monkey I Guy's Fables. 
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came of the antient Family of good old Adam, 
and Dame Eve. And next that he follows 


his Father Adam's Trade and is a Tiller of 


Ground: For I take Father Adam (lays he) 
ce to have been as good a Gentleman, as any 
Squire in our County”. As he regards all 
Mankind as his Fellow-brethren, he treats 
them all with Love and Benevolence. He is 
a ling Satyr upon the Pride of the Age. 


Bur would you ſee the Gentleman in all his 


Dignity, his Splendor, his Glory, his Beauty 
of Perfection, turn up your Eyes to Atticus, 


and view in the Origiza/ that Nobleneſs of 


Soul which my Pen can but faintly copy. 
AMPS all the Temptations of Birth, Ho- 
nour, and Titles, what a native Humility 
ſhines around him, and adorns him more than 
all the Pageantry of Pride and Pomp of Gran- 
deur. Tho' he knows no Superior, yet he 
thinks none below him; tho? he's rank'd with 


Peers and Princes, yet his Condeſcenſion levels 


him with the Meaneſt, His Riches ſerve not 
to pamper his Luxury, and adminiſter to the 
Uſes of Vice and Folly, but to the noble Ex- 
erciſe of good and worthy Actions, of which 
his whole Lite has been a conſtant Scene. No 
one has a more delicate Addreſs (and there is 
2 Grace not to be flighted in a we/t-bred Man- 
ner) But his Politeneis and Beauties of Beha- 
viour are the happy Reſult of a certain Great- 
neſs of Soul; and are not ſeen in a fooliſn affec 
ted Train of Fopperies. In a word hi 
| 18 Great 
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Greatneſs fits eaſy upon him, his Condeſcenſi- 
ons appear graceſul. His higheſt Ambition 


is to be Good, his utmoſt Aſpirings to be truly 
Great. . £ 
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The PE DANT. 


C4 
AE L Day ypent, the Sunſhine ſpent 
In nodding blinking twinkling, 
From Hole at Night forth takes its Flight 


This ſolemn Thing moſt thinking. 
6 
With ſober Mein the Creature's ſeen, 
And Phi ſedately dull; 
It's Head contains a little Brains, 
Well lodg'd in ſolid Skull. 
a) 
Ye Sages wiſe, whoſe Learning pries 
Into Beaſt, Fiſh, and Fowl, 


Say is not this (O Nat'raliſts) 
A Species of the Ow!. 
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EPIGRAM. 


a 6 

LUS H, Sons of Miſdom. whoſe the Joys 
Of Heav'n above the Prize are; 

That * Fools of this World worldly Toys 


| Serke and yet ſeek them wiſer. 


62 
Happy Exchange to both were made, 


To make Affairs more ev'n; 


If They would leſs perſue a Shade 
And Tou preſs more for Heav'n ! 
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Trahit ſua quemq; Voluptas. 


ATURE to each of ev'ry Kind 

- * His proper Pleaſure has aſſign'd. 
The Birds the Air, the Fiſhes skim 
In wanton Rounds the ſilver Stream. 
To chatter is the Pies delight, 

H* * >; to rail, and Mine to write, 
Were Madam and the chatt'ring Pie 
Depri v'd their Tongues, my Pen were 4, 


The Fiſh his Wave, the Bird his Sie, : 


Out of our Element alike, we die. 


The BEES and DroNnEs, 


A FABLE. 
SN E Bees and Drones and Haſps poſſels'q 


> Jointly one Hive, their common Neſt; 

And all Diſſention to prevent, 5 

Had form'd a little Government. 

The Bees, a buſy active Race, 

dipp'd ev'ry Flower from Place to Place; 
Each 
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Each Hour came richly laden Home 


With the rich Sweets that form the Comb. 


Not ſo the Drones— diffrent their Natures : 


They lifeleſs dull flow heavy Creatures, 
In Sleep and Sloth ſpent Day and Night, 


To hum and buz their dear Delight ; 

Nor brook'd the pert and buſy Bee; 

(For diffrent Tempers ill agree) 

They tov'd their Honey ; - but their Stings— 
They fain would draw thoſe prickly Things. 


| The} Waſps who deal in Diſcontent, 


Love Feuds and Fierceneſs to foment, 
Promis'd their Aids againſt the Bee, 


To rout their common Enemy; 


To ſpoil him of his dang'rous Arms; 
And guard the Drones againſt all Harms. 


But this, to get the upper Station, 
And then to lord it o'er the Nation. 


The Bees, a Sett of gen'rous Souls, 
Cou'd ne'er ſubmit to Dranes Controlls ; 
Their Rights aflerted in the Field, 
And made their ſluggiſh Foes to yield. 


Afham'd and vex'd to loſe the Day, 


The Drones now threat to fly away. 


When thus a Bee: c Fly, flyO Drone; 
« Cheer Friends; the Hive is all eur Own. 
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Somo Folks, no matter wrong or right, 
Mill have their Will, or have their Spight. 
And threaten tho* they cannot bite. 


An ORPHAN 70 bis BENEFa CTR ESS. 
Moſt Honour d Madam, | 
I E juſt Senſe I have of the higheſt Obli- 


gations to your Goodneſs, next to Hea- 
ven, inſpires me with a conſtant Act of Gra- 
titude to It and You: To lt, as the Fountain 
of all Good from whence flow the many Bleſ- 
ſings we daily enjoy; and to You, Madam, as 
one of it's faithtul Stewards, who help to diſ- 
pence it's Bounty to the Needs of it's poor in- 


digent Creatures, and by ſuch a | wig Be- 
nefcence give us a true Eſtimate of our infinite 
Obligations to the great Father of Mercies. 


TAE good Concern Madam, you expreſs 
at once for my temporal and eternal Happi- 
neſs, in the Proviſion both for my Soul and 
Body, protecting (as much as in you lies) the 
one from Want and the other from vin, by the 
complicated Charity of Relief and Advice, as 
it nearly makes you relemble our heavenly Fa- 
ther, ſo it will infallibly entitle you to his Fa- 
vour who is the great Rewarder of all Good: 
And ſuch your generous Carę to the diſtreſſed 

Fg will 
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Return I can make to your unmerited abun- 


76 POEMS, &. 
will (I doubt not) reap the full Reward of it's 


pious Labours, will draw down upon you a Se- 
ries of Bleſſings here, and crown you with e- 


ternal Felicity hereafter. 


AnD if the Prayers of his ſuffering der- 
vants have their promis'd Prevalence with Al- 
mighty God; if their fervent Zeal to the 
Throne of Grace has the Power to call down 
Bleſſings upon their merciful Benefactors (and 
the O _ of a grateful Heart are not whol- 
ly rejecte 
ment to join the hearty Petitions of thoſe ma- 
ny oor reliey'd Souls (as many there are that 

your charitable Hand) and, as the beſt 


dant Goodneſs, humbly implore down upon 
your Head the Fulneſs of that Reward which 
is reſerv'd for the Righteous. I am 


MAD AM, 
Your Moſt Oblig'd, 


And Humble Servant. 


EPISTLE 


) it ſhall be my conſtant Employ- 


wa 
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ST:LFTIH; 
M AY gentleſt Thoughts inſpire thy Breaſt; 
| In Calms lublide thy Mind; ſo read the 
(reſte 


| Serene as thy young Beaut ies be thy Heart; 


And ſoft as thoſe ſweet Fires, thy Eyes im- 


(part: 
Thus may my . inyade thy pitying Ear; 
Thus c thou read, and figh, and ſmile, 


and chear ; 


Read, and read o'er again theſe Lines oft red; 
Nor ſtrike with Cruelty thy Lover dead; 
Propitious to my ardent Paſſion prove; 
Repay with the like warm Returns of Love 
My Vows the fondeſt, ſofteſt, moſt ſincere, 


The faithfull'ſt Swain did ever breath, the fair- 


(eſt Virgin hear. 
O couldſt thou ſee, bright Nymph, what 


(Pains poſſeſs, 


What raging Pains poſſeſs my tortur'd Breaſt ! 
Ah! how I burn! So on th' Oetean Pyre 


Deyour'd with Flames, did Hercules expire. 
And 


3 
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And can thy Heart, chy tender Heart, bright 
Vie 


. me thus de, nor hag; thy gen'rous Aid 
Does no kind Pity that ſoft Breaſt invade ? 


O may my Love a mutual Love inſpire ! - 
Melt thee my Pains, and ſoften thee my Fire ! 
From me, alas ! is vaniſh'd all Delight; 


Alike unjoydus to my ſickning Sight 


The ſilver Beams of Day and ſilent Shades 
Night. 


Whether thro' flow'ry Fields I penſive rove ; 


Or wander devious in the ſilent Grove; 


And Pg hear the warbling feather'd 


(Throng, 
In various Nos pour forth che tune ſul Sohg 
Studious in vain I try to baniſh Grief ; 


In vain to raging Love I ſeek Relief: 
N lor featherd Warblers now, nor flow ry 
(Field, 
Nor Gleat Gans: can any Plant yield. 
Oh ! will this racking Mis'ry never ceaſe ? 


.Does Love no Meaſure know, admit no Eaſe ? 
An cruel 0s | ſure 1 from Tyger's 


( Blood, 


Hard: as the Rocks, and 045 than the Flood. 


Not ſo young Damon erft devoid of Care; 


Exe ” an Love had taught him to deſpair. 
| Witneſs 


—— SS — 


With 


In vai 
III ſui 
Wher 


Let 


While 
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Witneſs, ye Mates, how flew , the unheeded 


(Day, 
Wing'd with young Joys, 2 ever er bright and 


(gay. 
Now All I fly; ye dear Delights adieu! £ 
Joyleſs is all the World fair Nymph— but 


(You. 


My trembling Hand has 588. but neꝰer 
(enough, 
Till it t join Yours, andcrown my happy Love. 


Damox. 


CRHLOE Frowning. 


JDE>!> T, fair On : for ah! in Vain 


(you try 
With a forcd Frown to arm that ſofter 


In vain alas! you uſe this cruel Art; 


III ſuits it with the Dictates of that Heart, 
Where gentler Thoughts kind Nature did 
(1mpart. 
Let trembling Slaves dread their ſtern Ty- 


(rant's Ire; 


While his fierce Eye- balls dart indignant i 
| is 


(Eye : 


— — 


— EBLLEY 2 oo 
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His aweful Brow may ftrike a ſervile Dread; 
But not one Wrinkle Chloe's can invade. 
* Eyes untaught to burn with vengeful 


(Fire, 
Can only anguiſh with a ſoft Deſire. 


CE EE 


The PARTING. 


A SONG 


1 | 
O more; Sweet LT Mourner ceaſe 
Thoſe pearly Sorrows to diſtill: 
| Ill mine our Stars and Fate decrees: 
And who can move th' Eternal Mill? 
Ceaſe in ſad Show'rs to ſhroud that beauteous 
| . (Light: 
Soon may our Storms diſſolve, our Stars grow 
(bright. 


(+ 
Some gentle Hours propitious Blaſt 
May the Skie's wintry Horrours chace; 
And 


2 


e 


15 


© 


W 
it, 


1d 
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And Heav- n with gather'd Gloom o'ercaſt, 
Yield its black Shades to Phebus* Rays. 
Again it's clouded Brow ſerene dif play 
It's wonted Smiles, and ſhine with brighteſt 


. (Da 
tay. 4 


Let us our ſoft Pitrok reſign 
Pious to pitying Powers book: : 
Nor thus with fruitleſs Griefs repine 

At our unbappy, ill-ſtarr'd Love: 
Malignant Fate in v ain poor Lovers parts: 
Unſever'd cer are well- united Hearts, 


„ 
No My firm Vows and plighted | Love 


ball from my Phillis, neber decline ; ; 
Tho- Fortune frown, tho? Fates remove; 

Tho? Poles the diſtant Pair diſjoin; | 
No, tho? the Frozen Alpes with Seas conſp pirs F 
Nor Seas nor frozen Alpes can quench my 


(Fits, 


9 


6 r 3 7 
3 * ; * 
2 vs Noah —— * A Ce 
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DAVES LIFT CE ES AF TING 01440-50270 


EPITAPH for A.M. 
Who died Feb. 19, 1732. 


A Dutcous Daughter, and a tender Wife, 
(Virtuous alike in ev'ry Scene of Life) 

The Sher Siſter, firmeſt Friend, lies here ; 

Who ne'er till now, now claims a common 


Tear. 
Dear in her Life, lamented in her End, 


At once by Father, Brother, Husband, Friend. 


SS SE SBS ee ENB2 2 


EPITAPH for WALTER WoRLDLY. 


TT here WH orldly lies; ſay not in 
(Death, 


But ſcuffling, _— tir'd, and out of 


(Breath, 
He's now laid down to Ref. Then as you go, 
Pray, wiſh his weary'd Bones a bon Repos, 


To 
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C 
To PROBUsV, 
An EPIGRAM _ 
RO BUõ, E thy Life's the oddet one can find 3 
So regularly devious from Mankind, 
Stern Foe to Vice; as faſt a Friend to Worth ; 
Thou art not fit to dwell upon the Earth. 


I never flatter : I muſt ſay, to /ive in 


The fitteſt Place for Thee, I know, is Hab'. 


Has She any * Grains? 
An EPIGRAM. 
O L D Grygus was fetter'd in Celia's bright 


(Chains, 
When ſtrait he was 5 ſniffing to ſmell out the 
(Grains) 
Go thou Hog with thy Graits, that deaf Treas 
(fure of thine $ 

Fair Celia à Pearl is not caſt to a Swine. 
F 2 2 Writtet 


7 webs r 2 Money: 
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Written in CEL 14's Pra er- lool. 
H ENCE taught, bright Maid, exalt th 


(aſpiring Soul, 


With pious Ardor wafted to the Pole. 
There mixt with Kindred Saints i in Raptures 


(roveʒ 


Converſe with Angels and the Gods above. 


So may'ſt thou all the Depths of Love diſcern z 
So may'ſt thou Mercies bright Perfections 


(learn. 


F rom Heay'n thoul't learn (Be that great Pat- 
| tern thine) 
How godlike 4 and Pity how divine! * 


With humble Joy then meditate thy Worth, 


| Leſt Pride o'erthrow, regard thy Parent Earth, 


That tho' for Heav'n deſign'd, from Duft 
(thou took*ſt thy Birth. 


Tho pure as Saints, tho bright as Angels, 
(know, 


Thy ſelf's like us expos'd to Death and Woes 
Daughter of frail Mortality below. 


LOVE: 


—_—— 


2 
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LOVE: 4 QDE. 
(1) 1 
W HAT God, what Hero, or what King, 
In nobler Numbers ſhall I ling, 
Born aloft on Pindar's Wing? 
"Whoſe Acts ſhall I in ſoaring Verſe, 
With glorious Ardour fir'd, rehearſe ? 
To whom raiſe my Voice, and ſound the vos 
(cal String? 2 
Shall my unexperienc'd Lays, 
Untaught to tell the Hero's Praiſe, 
Sudden riſe ? 


My Muſe advent'rous wing her Flight, 


Thro' cleaving Clouds, a daring Height, 
And wuth unbridled Force affect the Skies >. 
: (ay 
Begin with Fove the heav'nly Song; 3 

Prime Honours do to Fove belong. 

7 ove, King of Heav' n and Earth, tremendous 
(Lord! 

By th' Arms of his Omnipotence ſecur'd, 

Blindly by Pride (their chiefeſt Weakneſs)led, 


Aſpiring Earth-born Titans durkt invade: 


JN 


* . — 1 - — "2 — 
— — — —ͤ— ——— — — EEG — 


1 
| 
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1 
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Fee fierce Rebellion ſhakes th? eternal Reign, 


While ſhudd'ring Gods confeſs a coward 

| (Dread; 

Put ah, {ce Rebellion threats fiercely in vain ; 
And why ſhudder the Powers while Jove is 
(their Head? 
Jove, Heav'ns great Sov? reign, Earth's tre- 
(mendous Lord, 

Arm'd with Omnipotence remains ſecur'd. 

Vain Threats! _ Th Almighty roſe and ſo6n 
| (repell'd 
Their rebel Arms, their raſh Atttempts ſoon 
(quell'd 
Thus ſung the Bards : Immortal Song! But I 
Whom ſofter Themes and gentler U ars em- 
(ploy 
The gloricus Task mult quit; ; with hideous 


(Yell 
How from Heaven's Height, 


Hurl'd by their angry King'savenging Might, 


The Rebel- -race loud- -bellowing downwards 


(fell. 
Hark thro the Skies hoarſe Thunders roll, 
And ſhake the Pole; 
Perſuing Lightnings dreadful glare, 
Widely ng! the dusky Air, 


Aud 
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And all the dread Creator's fiery Wrath de- 
(clare. 
All Heaven reſounded, 
Sea and Earth wide rebounded, + 
And Hell was confounded 
Wich horrible Afright ! 


EÞ 


Now a milder Look he wears, 
Gayly fmiling All appears; 
Fair Europa's Charms engage, 
Smooth his Brow, and calm his Rage. 
Am'rous Fires, | 
Soft Delires 
All his raptur'd Soul employ z 3. 
Beauty's Powers. 
Lead the Hour's 
In a conſtant Round of Joy. 
On his Fair-one's downy Breaſt. 
(Bliſsful Seat of balmy Reſt) 
The Captive-Deity ſeems alone. 
To fix his Throne, 
And Heavn's immortal Bliſs to earthly Joys. 
Cpoltpane. 
No more th? pe Robes of Majeſty | 
The Spatious Courts of high Olymy us. 
| ee 
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Neg lected all his Pomp and Grandeur lie, 
And all the God is in the Lover loft. 
Almi ghty F ove, who rebel Arms, 
And the fierce Giant-race ſuſtains, 
Victorious Love o- 'erpow! rs, diſarms, 


And leads him Captive in his ſilken Chains, 
(4) 


potent t Cupid conquers all; 
Potent ( upid will 1 ſing; 
Kings, Heroes, Gods promiſcuous fall 
To Love my Hero, God, and King. 
Hail Mighty Deity of Love, 
Rever'd of Men and Gods above; 
[ thy preſent Aid implore, 
Thy ſov'reign Pow'r confeſt adore : 
O guide my Fingers an the trembling String; 
(Blauty inſpire and Thou, Love, teach to ling) 
Solt the Notes as yernal Air, 
Fanning Gales that Zephyr breaths, 
. hen crown'd with Flow'rs and fra- 
3; (grant Wreaths, 
On his Flora's Paps reclin'd, 
Bloomy Fair! 
Sighs, melts, and dies away the am'rous Wind, 


(s) 


 Cxtherea, beauteous Dame, 


Thou too thy Vot' ry's Breaſt inſpire ; 


Bright 
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Bright Goddeſs, with thy Preſence fire, 

And kindle up the glowing Flame, 

, Ev'ry Grace and ev'ry Love, 
_ Ev'ry ſofter Pow'r above 
Gentle Train ! 
Kindly aid the Cyprian Song, 
Gently moye my tuneful Tongue 

in ſweetly melting Sounds and a ſoft dying 


| (Strain, 
Such the Strain as Venus loves; 
Such as Cupid too approves ; 
Gentle as a falling Tear ; 
Tender as the Thoughts that riſe 
From unhappy Lovers Hearts; | 
Softer than the dying Sighs, 
Some deſerted Nymph imparts. 
More ſoft and tender than the downy Pair 
Yok'd in bright Cytherea's purple Car. 
Love and Fenus claim my Lays; 
Love with Yenus equal ſways; 
A like their Honours, common be their Praiſe 


(6) 
Bear me, O bear me, gentle Loves, 
Beneath your Shades and ſacred Groves; 
Where twine in amrous Folds th'encircling 
(Bow) rs, 


And balmy Fragrance breathe the op'ning 
( Flowers, 


Does 


? 
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Does Fancy ſpread her airy Reign, 
And pow'rful Viſion paint the Scene, 
IIluſions gay beguiling ? 
Or all E:jum round me riſe, 
Brighter Heay*ns and purer Skies, 
Purpled with a bluſhy Grace? 
See Nature how ſerenely ſmiling 
In her livelieſt, gayeſt Dreſs! An 
Bloomy Joys, and boundleſs Pleaſure, 
Rapt'rous Bliſſes beyond Meaſure, 
Sweetly ſwim upon my Sight, 
Softly ſteal into my Soul, 
And ſwell the Whole s 
With Floods of vaſt Delight. 


2-72 
I ſee or ſeem to ſee invade 
Verdant Plain, and flow'ry Mead, 
Rocks and Rills and gentle Things, 
Cooling Shades, and ſil ver Springs, 
Here a Grove, a Grotto there, 7 
With leafy Verdure crown'd the Hills, n 
Golden Carpets ſpread the Fields, 
And Spring eternal decks th? unfading Year. 
Thro' all th' enchanting Ground, 
Nought is ſeen, and Nought to hear, 
But Beauty, Love, and gentle Sound. 
Hark in ſweet melodious Strains 
The feather'd Songſter ſoft complains, 
And 
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And warbling ſooths his pleaſing Pains, | 
The Floods diflolve and weep their Woes. | 
And melt and murmur as they flow. 
Nor rigid Oaks relentleſs prove, 
Ev'n rigid Oaks too bend to Love; 
(Love rules the ſhady Grove 
Softly they ſeem to ſend a Sigh, 
And Oakes in {ymphathetic Airs reply. 


(8). 


10 on a Bed of Sweets repos d, 
In all her dazling Pride inclos'd, 
Love's bright Parent, Beauty's Queen, 

Amidit her little Guards is ſeen : 
Ev'ry Beauty, Grace, and Air, 
Duteous wait the heav'nly Fair. 

Oh ! the Glances, oh! the Smiles, 
Looks deluſive, am*rous Wiles, 
Oh! the Troops of Loves that join, 
The thouſand Graces that combine, 
In the treachrous Deſign. 
, How they act a mimic War, 

Little Ambuſhes prepare, 

Little Sieges how the form, 

Ho attack, and how they ſtorm, 
How unguarded Hearts enſnare. 
From th Artil'ry of her Eye 

Show?rs of pointed Arrows fly 
. Fhow'rs of poit 7 Widely 
nd 


md 


ar. 
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Widely ſcatt'ring deal around 
| The tort'ring, twinging Wound. 
See thro the Glade th? expiring Wretches lie, 
A pale-ey'd Throng of Lovers living die, 


Melt out their Souls j in Tears, and breathe dem 
Ry (in a Sigh. 


Love's ſubtle Poyſon preying on the Heart, 
| Pleaſing Anguiſh ! aking Joys! 
Tickles, and gnaws, and waſtes the vital Part, 
And & Hreu-like, at once delights us and de- 
| (deſtroys 
Co 9). 


Ah ! cruel Cupid, ſpare the slave! 
: Severe to puniſh, ſlow to ſave. 
. Of all the Deities hou alone 
Tyrant-like conſum'ſt thy Own; 
Severe to puniſh {low to ſave, 
Cruel Cupid, ſpare thy Slave! 
By ſpecious Pleaſures drawn to real [lls, 
We tread thy e and taſte thy 
(Springs 
| Ye 3 of Roſes, and ye nectar'd Rills, 
ö Dear tempting irreſiſtleſs Things! 
i What ambuſh'd Dangers dire beneath you lie 
! Your Roſes ftruck with Thorns, your Ho- 
| 


if ney otings ! 
| We pluck and bleed, and as we taſte we die. 


In 
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(10) 
In vain, in vain our Souls we arm, 
© And ſteel our Breaſts to Beauty's Charms 
From Love and Paſlion fly; 
m In vain from antient Lore and Schools 
. We glean grave Morals and ſage Rules; 
= In vain call Reaſon to our Aid, 
* With our collected Pow'rs invade 
0 The irreſiſtleſs Foe in vain: 
18 Nor Rules can guide, nor Reaſon rein, 
* Precepts nor Morals can reſtrain, 


Nor Virtue ſhield, nor Learning tortify, 
Beauty's Pow'rs, ſubtle Foe, 


Soft, infinuating, fly, 
By ſtealth invade. 


Pierce thro? our ſteely Breaſts, our Souls diſ- 


(arm, 
Our Reas' ni ng Powers in Triumph lead, 
And all our beſt Reſol ves o'erthrow : 
* So weak our Force, lo pow'rful Beauty's Charm! 


04% POEMS, &c. 


The RING: A POEM. 


Occaſion'd by the Honour of a R I NG, at 


Parting, from a young Lady ; here cele- 


brated under the Name of FuLvia. 


Happy the Hinds that wear thy ſacred Rings f 
They'll tcach thoſe Hands to write myſterious 


(Things. 


CowLEY. 


£#.3 
Hether in wild adyentrous Dance 
This 4 LE by blind unaftiye Chance 
Fortuitouſly move; 
Or rather, rul'd by Jove's wiſe Reign, 
A beautcous Harmony maintain, 
It is not maine to prove. 


(27 


That all created Things are found 
For ever dancing round and round 
In one eternal Ring; 


War begets Peace, Peace Main Mar; 


Welt 
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Well ſings that ſhrewd old Obſerver 
And Poet Vincent Wing. 


(39 


No more let Bards of Fortunes Wheel, 


Pandora's Box of Good and Ill, 


And ruling Planets ſing : | 
My Muſe ſhall prove, That Foy and Moe. { 
And all our Fate and Fortune flow - 

From the myſterious Ring. 


(4) 
This is the bright Pandora's Box, 


(The Muſe adventrous now unlocks) 
This Fortun' s Lottry-Wheel: 
This ruling Planets rules, as well 
As Men; and awes the Poꝛor's of Hell, 
 Confines the very D——L 


CEN | 
To Fulvia this Lay is due: | : of 


Nor thou ſweet Maid, diſdain to yiew 
(What you inſpir'd) the RING. 
If you but ſmile upon your Swain, 
To loftier Notes he'll raiſe his Strain, 
And ſtrike a ſtronger String. 
(6) 

0 Thou diſcloſe thy wondrous Stores, 
Great Circle! May thy myſtic Pow'rs 

To Sight unfolded lye; 
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56 POEMS, Ge. 
The Muſe with rifing Rapture fird, 


yt 


With Homer”s Voice ſhall fing itfpir'd; 
| And view with Euclid's Eye. 


| „ 
Thus while deep Ariftk ſought 
With all the piercing Reach of Thought 
To trace the winding Arch; 
Loſt he beholds with juſt Surpriſe, 
A reg'lar Maze around him riſe, 
And mock his eager Search. 


(8) 


In thee what Myferies combine 


How does Perfection round thee ſhine 


| What onders thee attend! 
Motion and Re/? join in thy Birth! 
From fruit yul Nothing thou call'd forth, 
1 know'ſt, nor End ! 
5 
All Nature ownS thy mighty Sway; 3 
Ten Thouſand Worlds thy Pow'r obey, 
In circling Journies roll'd; 
World againit World would wildly wot 
And ftraggling Orbs each other cruſh, 
But by thy Laws controll'd. 


Not 
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7 10) | 


Not to digreſs beyond our Sphere ; 
Let us deſcend from Worlds ſo far, 
And Arguments abſtruſer 
The little Monkeys Caſe and Mine 
Will make the Truths (Pm preaching) ſhine 
In all their fulleſt Luſtre. 


(110 
Poor Pug from Woods 3 Doom !) 
Curſt Captive in fair Chloe's Room 
Does not his * Ring detain ? 
How happy would Fidc/io be, 
To ſhare Pug's milder Deſtiny, 
And wear his Riyal's Chain! 


(2 


Bleſt in my Fuleia's gentle Sway, 
The Hours eto roll d away 


In Joys and ſoft Delight: 


But ah! what Griet attends my Ring ! 


At once my golden Momencs wing 


Their everlaſting Flight. 


6 
Alas my Fulvia mult be gone : 
Too ſoon the killing Tale is known. 
O-cruet Pons above 7! 


EO The 
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The gentle Maid a Ring beſtows, 
The dear ! ſad ! Pledge of Love and Woes, 


Woes ſharp ! and hapleſs Love! L: 
(14) 

Thus Merlin ſome poor Knight retains Tl 

In airy Bonds and magic Chains; A 
(As ſay your learn'd Romances) 

*Midit ſtately Caſtles while he roves 

Delicious Walks and ſhady Groves ; 801 
(Bright Scenes of Poets Fancies), -. 

(15) 5 ; 
And to ſome viſionary Dame VII 
Deluded yows eternal Flame, Ad 
n am'rous Mood converſes ; 

Sudden invades {ome potent Sprite 

With myſtic Charm, and mutt'ring Rite; : 1 
And all the Spell diſperſes. ; A 

„ | 
The great Sir Plume a Vaſſal lies Bolc 
To haughty Flavia's ſparkling Eyes, Dra 
Fer radiant Form admires ; | 

Me Fulvia with far other Charms 

Her faithful Slave no leſs difarms, Oh. 
And warms with ſofter Fires. po 


Tha? 
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* | 
Tho? Thou art 2 9 5 tho* Flavia, bright 
With oricat Rays of new-ſprung Light, 
Dazle the World below : 
Thy milder Beams, dear Maid, dif penſe 
A warm, kind, genial Influence; ; 


While FHavia's freeze with Snow. 


(18 ) 
Soft as the Down of Swans that skim 
Along Maander's winding Stream, 

Thy Mind; their Voice too, thine ; 
While ſpotleſs as their Plumes, thy Soul 
Adds beauteous Luſtre to the Whole, 

And makes Thee all divine! 


( 26 ) 
In vain has Nature Thee deny'd 
. A dazling Form and glaring Pride, 
Thy Sexes empty Praiſe: 
Bold Funcy from th' unſullied Mind 
Draws brighter Charms, and makes thee fits 
With more than Fluvia's Rays. 


( 29 ) 
Oh wou'd my Ring propitious prove, 
And circling Joys attend my Love; 
a? No more d blame my Fate, 


G 2 | Fs; 
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In laſting Ties the Ring ſhou'd bind 

Our Souls, the Loves have long ſince join'd ; 
And Hymen all compleat. 


eee eee 8g b ODE 


The APOTHEOQOSIS. 


A 
S O Ms. 


© 1 
V 7 5 che voce of the Spheres; 
ich a Form that appears 
Dreſt in new-bluthing Light, like the opening 
(Eaſt ; 
Such Eyes, and ſuch Fires, Looks, , 
(and Aire, 
My Celia's a Goddeſs confeſt! 


(2) 
While I gaze and Love warms ; 
While diſſolv'd in her Arms, 
| regale with unſatiating Pleaſures each Senſe, 
In Variety rove midit a Heav'n of Charms, 


Rank'd in Bliſs too a God I commence ! 


F not 


Ye 


In 


FTW 
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Ye great Rivals above, 

King of Gods, mighty Fovez 

And thou bright Cytherca, O Beauty of thy 

(Skies, 

Who melt in ſoft, Tranſports of Bliſs and 

(of Love, 

Say, has Venus more Charms, Joere more 

(Joys? 


To ** N 7 Qnle, 


In 2 wer to a Copy of Verſes, requeſting a lite 
Return. 


8. when ſome nobler Bird prepares to riſe, 
end his ſtrong Plumes, and bold af. 
(dec ts the Skies; 
With Melody and Greatneſs wings his Ways 
Fires with his lofty Flight and tuneful Lay, 
Each little Breaſt diſtends with joyful Pride, 


Burns each young Bird to trace the Maſter- 
(guide; 


The adn Rivals eager prune the Wing, 
And tune their Throats, em'lous to ſoar and 


(ling ; 
Wit 


— 
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With like Ambition but unequal Force 


Together mount and try the arduous Courſe. 


So when you firſt, dear Friend, begin the 
”- (Song, 
And in ſoft Numbers move your tuneful 
CTongue ; 


While ** views his XX ** nervous 


4 (Lines 
Where manly Senſe with ſemale Sweetneſsf 
(joins, 
And like Himſelf in native Beauty a ; 
By Thee inſpir'd my humble Voice! raiſe, 
Tune to thy liquid Sounds my artleſs Lays, 
And catch iaſenſibly the glowing Flame, 
Sweetly ſeduc'd with Thee to tread the Paths 
of Fame 
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NS eee BRISBANE 
S © W © 
Made over a, Glaſs of Wine. 


C41 
IV E me Love! Bring me Mine! 
Hence ye thin frigid Mue, 
Who ſip Aganippe's cold Streams: 
Tis young Bacchus inſpires, 
»Tis fair Venus that fires, 
They fill with brisk Joys and bright Flames. 


(2) 
Let the tempting fair Eve 
My gay Moments deceive, 
She my Gueſt and Champaigne be my Liquor, 
I atteſt my God, Love, 
I'd not rival great Zove 


In his Juno, his Heaven, and Nectar. x 


The 


— 


* 
-a-— 
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The Power of Beauty i 


A IAT 


1 
E AF up with Hyp and Yaprurs quite, 
Once Strephon in a pceviſh Plight 


Fell out with ev'ry Thing below, 

Himſelf, and ev.n—bis deareſt Chlo. 
C2) 

What a poor Wretch he cry'd, is Man? 

That little Inſect of a Span ; 

Who, call'd the Lord of ev'ry Creature, 

Is yet the verieſt S/ave in Nature! 


Where is his „ of Soul? 
Subject to each Coquett's Controll. 
Gives ſhe the Nod ? the Vaſſal flies, 

Or trembling ſtands beneath her Eyes. 


Ca: 
The very beſt Perfections to Man 


Are Pimps to ſerve this Idol, WOMAN. 
His E e muſt ſwell her Pride, 
And all his Art her Follies hide. 


ys 
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(5) 
Baſe Slaw ry ! cry'd he, with a Sigh; 
Gods give more Strength or let me die. 
Chlo came and ſmil'd---- He chang'd to Give 


O give me Chlo, and let me live, 


Ab 280288. 2g eber Pear? 012 
To BE LINDA; 


Occaſiond by a Tale, repreſenting the 
þ Falſhood of our Hex. 


US T all our Sex be blam'd for one, 
And one in Fiction too? 
Let One at leaſt (or he's undone) 
Your FHlorio be thought true. 


6 2 

If Florio's falſe, *tis to 23 3 

His Heart's betray'd, not You; 
To Love betray'd, that piliring Elf; 
To Tu he's ever true. 

(3) 
Let not your Florio then be brought 
Into the faithleſs Crew: 

Rather may al our Sex be thought, 

Like honeſt Forio true. 


T he 
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ieee ces FINES Wr 
The LOOK ING-GL A888. 


A S Damon whole Hours was glutting his 
"MT (Sight 
On Phillis in Picture with endleſs Delight; 

Was tracing each Line of her Body and Face, 
Calling up to his View ev'ry Beauty and 


(Grace; 

The Roſes that bluſtvd in her Lip and her 

(Cheek 3 7 

The ſnowy -white Lillies that bloom'd in her 
{Neck ; 


The killing ſoft Fires that ſhot from her Eye, 
That pierc'd him afreſh, and again made him 
(die: 
Belinda with Pity beheld the poor. Youth, 
Prais'd Phillis's Charm and commended his 
(Truth. 
Her $ trephon ſtood by, and urg'd on by Love's 
(Power, 


Seiz'd the blooming young Nymph in the 


(happy ſoft Hour: 
cc Step hither, I'll ſhew you a far brighter 


(Dame, 
And 
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cc And a Youth that conſumes i in a more ar- 
(dent Flame. 

This ſaid — to the Glaſs led the bluſhing 
fair Maid, 

And pointed her Charms in the bluſhing fair 
(Shade. 

© Lo here's the beight Nymph in this Pic- 
(ture of You, 

« A Picture more juſt not Apelles &er drew; 
« No mimicking Canvas can boaſt ſuch fine 
(Art; 

« Tis only more brightly impreſs'd on my 
| Heart. 

«© On I &er gaze, burn, languiſh, and die; 
And Thou'rt the bright Nymph, and the true 
(Lover J 


To 


CCC 


The CALLY-BALLY. 


— 
ox? Morning, *twas Sunday, (are Chil- 


.dren to blame ? 


For Sunday and Play-day to Boys are the ſame) 


Met Dick, Dill and Davy, ne'er whipt for 


(being naughty; 
Your Mammies, Foung Rogues better fed ye 
(than taught ye. 


1 
They 1 met on the Sabbath; what then? Why 


(to play 
The better the Deed i is, the better the Day 
O Dame uſe the Rod, or each Mother's 


(Child 


(Take del Worch! is infallibly ſpoil'd. 
(3) 


But to on with my Tale — After long Debates 
(paſt, 


W hat Game? Cally-bally's decreed on at laft- 
And 


Thi. 
Com 
Sucl 


Wh 


Sad 
Wh 


Soo! 


The 
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Anda prettier Diverſion they cou'd not deviſe, 
If out of their Heads the poor Babes cry'd 
(their Eyes. 
(4) 
Now to Namby's away helter-elter they run, 
As hoping that Namoy at Play would make 
( One ; : 
And why 2 Namby Panby by all is confeſt 
To be ever at Rogu'ry as good as the beſt, 


C82 
This done; up they tune all: Come Namby, 


(70 play, 
Come, Namby ; the Morn Shines as bright as Moon 
( day. 
Such Muſick as this! and from ſuch pretty 
(Tongues ! 
Whom wou'dn't it raviſh, to hear their ſweet 
(Songs ! 
(6) 

Sad Terms of Mankind! and too treacherous 
(Fate! 
What vexing perplexing Turns wait this frail 
(State! 
Soon chang'd were their Notes, from a Sing 

(to a Cry: 


They roar'd for an Hour, with Finger i in Eye. 
For 
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4 

For Namby young Varlet ! he thought it too 
(ſoon; 

Cou'd ſleep all the Morning, and play when 
(twas Noon : 

So ſnor'd like a Pig, and proy'd deaf to their 
(Call, 

Till bs * with their Cries—— for they 
(cry'd for Ball- 


(8) 


3 Nam took Compaſſion, right good-na- 


(turd Lad | 

And tho? he'd no Ball, a Pincuſhion he had, 
To dreſs up his Doll, of rich Velvet 'twas 
(made, 


For at Babies with Miſſes the Bantling oft 


(play'd, 


For a Ball this Pincuſhion he out to them ſent, 


(His Head had a natral mechanical Bent ) 
This ſet em a hollowing and skipping like 


(mad: 


Dill almoſt run out ofthe few Wits he had, 
(8. 

Now theſe little Great-infants, as a Body o_ 

(ſay, 


Fell as hard as they cou'd for their Lives to 


(their Play: 
Round 
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Round and round went the Ball ſure never 
( more bravely. 


| Jere's to Dilly— To Dich — And here goes 
(to Davy. 
„ | 
Dill cleverly toſt ; for they ſay that he took 
Much better to play at his Ball than his Book. 
Young Dicky, brave Boy ! too as cleverly 
| (catch'd, 
And ſmart little Davy his Mates as well 
| (match'd, 
$3» 
Tis the humour of Children, tir'd ſoon of one 
(Play, 
They put up their Ball and they poſted away. 
To the Meads to get Dailies their Fancies now 


led, 
And Daftidowndillies to dreſs up their Head. 
8132 
O gallant young Heros! with Daiſies be 
(crown'd : 
Triumphant on Hob by-horſe ride with Re- 
* (nown: 
So glorious your Fea $, ſo diſtinguiſh'd the 
f (Day, 


They deſerve to be ſung with a loftier Lay ! 
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Gao BBB 
To BELIND * 


In the Counts Y, 


With the Letters of AnzLarD and ELonsa. 


3 8 
RET Ty Wandrer ſay, +. 
Where thou now doſt ſtray, 
Thro* what Paths thou takꝰſt thy Way, | 
Tell thy abſent Lover | 
day dot thou rove | 
Midſt the Grove, 12 
And think on Love? 
Ah fondly all diſcover : 
For thou art all my Care, 3 
Olovely, lovely Fair, | 


7 ( dons 

Or beneath the Pow rs, 
Deck'd in fra 
Doſt thou paſs the plg 

| Loſt in tende 
Mourn Eoiſe 
Wich heaving sighs | 5 
And 


| 
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And trickling Eyes 
Unmindful of thy Flory ? 

Ah thy Pity ſhare, 
O lovely, lovely Fair. 
V 
Or do with cruel Care 
With Needle arm'd my Fair, 
New Ornaments prepare, 
To make that Form more killing ? 
Lay by thoſe Arms, 
Nor dreſs thy Charms, 
Ceaſe new Alarms, 


| N 5 more of Blood he ſ pilling. 


Sheath the pointed steel, 
And ceaſe, Oh ! ceaſè to kill. 


(4) 
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Whate*er thy Thoughts employ; 


h Whether Grief or Joy 
Delight thee or annoy 
Tell thy abſent Lover: 
In Joy, and Care, 
Hope, and Fear, 
: A Part IL bear, 
Then fondly all diſcover : 
For thou art all my Care; 
O Loyely, Lovely Fair. 


** 


Tra 
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57 egen 


25 bas aars 


Trerflated f on the La lin. 


N O Rant the Poet ſhall rehearſe; 
No Fiction dreſs the lying Verſe; 
No Flatt'ry ſpeak the marble Herſe. 


Here lyes the Mirrour of the Fair: 
Vertue and Modeſty her Care; 

A Pattern to each wedded Pair! 

In Morals, pious, mild, and good; 
The hungry Soul ſhe fill'd with Food: 
By Virtue rais'd, and noble Blood. 
Nor bluſh, O Marble to diſplay _ 
Her houſhold Arts in humble Lay; 
How skil'd to govern and obey ! 
Pity ſuch Goodneſs &er ſhould die! 
Unleſs with Saints to quaff on high 
Heayen and Immortality. 


Bet. 


7 
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To the ATHEISTS. 
e Te Fong 


ON Sachariſſa 5 Glories cal your Eye; 
And hencetorth ceaſe ſo imply to blaſ- 


(pheme. 
8 you'll not G ontingly deny, | 
Who form'd ſuch Charms; muſt be a God 


(abr eme. 
555: POS a nt e 0 one 
From OWEN. 
To MARCUS: 
Who denyd'a VACUUM. 
An E PIGRAM. 


O Vacuum Man! [mpenctrably dull ! 
Deny what reigns in thine own deat 


(thick Skull? 
H 2 2 


G37 ig, WL 
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Sure of the caſy Conqueſt of her Eyes, ( 
l waage! and takes us as ſbe( 


2 Tavitd Nee 
: On P H IL L 18. 


Wirn wily At angel. diſembled 


Flight 
1 


As the ly. Dorrhiun ſeems to ſhun the Fight, 


Witt backward Skill full onthe preiling Foe 


Sent from the twangi ing Arches of his Bow; 
The feather'd Reed lies ift with whizzing 


( Sound, 4 
And pointed dire with Death inflicts the fatal 


(Wound. 
With equal Craſt fair Phillis bears the Prize; 
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